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There was a burst of laughter, and a voice cried out, "That is the way 
all your tales begin, Francis Bemardone/' But the other young noble- 
men bade the mocker be still and let the young cloth merchant go on 
with his tale. Now Francis tried to remember how it went. What 
happened when the young hero went into the wood after the bird? Did 
he go up on a mountain, following that teasing voice ever higher and 
higher until he came to . . . ? Or did he go into the darkness of the 
forest, deeper and deeper, into shadier and shadier thickets, until finally 
he came to a quiet clearing, and there he found . . . ? 

Francis tossed on the bed. It was hard and it was hot. In that cold, 
bare stone room in Perugia, Francis' stories had been the light of those 
dark days. Indeed, it was because of the fame of his story-telling and his 
singing that the young nobles of the Assisian army had begged their 
Perugian captors to take the cloth merchant's son out of the dungeon 
deep below, where the commoners were held, and let him come up to 
their more spacious hall to brighten their captivity. How proud he had 
been, that far-away Francis of so many months ago! But what was the 
story which he had told? He could not remember it now. All he could 
remember was that a young man had heard a bird sing in a wood and 

had followed that bird. 
A bird was singing now, outside his window, but this raucous sparrow 
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6 Bird of Fire 

qu ict as always, with that indefinable air of elegance abou t it which had 
long ago caught his father's eye. "You mustn't try too much," she said 
reproachfully, noting Ins hurried hreathing. As he took the goblet 
from her hand, she stroked the dank hair from his forehead, "You've 
been through so much/' 

"Nonsense, Mother," he protested cheerfully. "F.vcry young man 
in Assisi has been through no less, and some — " but he saw the old 
anxiety coming back into her face, and he lied gaily, "I'm as fresh as 
the spring brcc/.e onlside." And to prove it, he went quickly to the 
stairs. 

But when he'd readied the shop below, he was not so sure. He 
caught at the nearest counter, and then, seeing the look of alarm on the 
face of Old Michael, the chief of his father's servants, he straightened 
up and defiantly let go of the support. 

"You're down early," said the old man. "I'm afraid we were too 
noisy." 

"Just enough to break into my gloomy thoughts." 

"Ah, but twenty-three is no age for gloomy thoughts." 

"You've forgotten, Michael," Francis laughed. "All of you old men 
forget how hard it is for us young blades to be as gay as you think we 
are." 

And then at the bafflement on Old Michael's face Francis sobered. 
"You mustn't take sickbed meditations as seriously as all that. You 
remember when the Devil was sick, the Devil a monk—" but Francis 
had caught sight of his face in the mirror that hung above the counter. 
It was startling to see those familiar features so pale. The large eyes 
which he got from his father looked even larger than usual, almost as 
large as his father's,, he thought; not like his father's, bold and laughing, 
but with a queer shaded look about them, peering out from the cavern 
of his shrunken eye sockets. And the lower part of his face, the chin and 
the mouth with that delicacy that always embarrassed him with its 
look of his mother about it — he shrugged his shoulders wryly and 
turned to face his father. 

""Well!" said Peter Bcrnardonc, with that familiar assumption of 
boisterousness that was his common refuge from surprise. "So you 
think you can come back and help us?" 

"Of course." 

"Bui remember," sard Angclo, his round face rosier t!ian ever, "the 
Dotlor said—" 
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"Nonsense, doctors arc always spoiling things" 

Then lie turned to find his mother watching him. As briskly as he 
COuld, he went behind the counter. At that moment the door opened, 
i tul llie mattrcss-rnakcr, Bombarone, came in. 

1 1 is solemn face lighted a little. "Oh, so you're back. I heard you were 
going lo be laid up for a lone time yet." 

"N'o, llie doctor was exaggerating as usual. But what can I do for 

you today?" 

"II is not (or mc," said Bombarone proudly. "It is for my son Elias. 
I |c is being made a Master at Paris, and I am sending him tlie material 
It ii a new gown, a scarlet gown." 

I ' i nigra t illations, neighbor," said the elder Bernardonc, coining for- 
ward. 

And then Francis caught the little tinge of envy in his voice. "Your 
I ii l« was always a student, with his Latin and his philosophy, not read- 
■ ■if, romances like my good-for-nothing here." 

But the elder Bombarone, Haltered into magnanimity, shook his 
head generously. "A lot of good Latin and philosophy would be here 
hi our shops, neighbor." 

The elder Bernardo ne smiled as he took down a piece of cloth. "Here 
i i liaudsome length of Flanders wool, with a dye that will sec your son 
1 1 1 rough to the doctorate." 

"But," protested Francis, "that is a sober thing for a young scholar. 
I .ils v.- a look at this piece of damask. Master Bombarone. It is fine 
enough for a bishop's gown. See" — as he held up the fabric— "how the 
pattern comes out of the shadows of the dye when the light falls on 
1 1. Candlelight or sunlight, it will be grand enough even for Elias." 

*l"he mattress- maker looked curiously at Francis as if he suspected a 
touchof irony, but when the latter held up the fabric f»T his inspection, 
he relaxed. "Ah, Francis, von are the best salesman 1 ever knew. You 
could persuade the birds to come down out of the trees and change 
I heir old featliers for new." 

"A bird sang in a wood" — a cloth shop in Assisi was hardly adequate 
bourne for that magic song, and yet to Francis' convalescent eye it 
suddenly was fresh and wonderful. While he was ill, his father had had 
some new shelves put in, and the fresh smell of the wood — it was 
cedar— Was still in the shop. And Pcler had brought in some new 
fabrics that he had bought from the Greek merchants at the great fair 
in Champagne last fall. There was still a smell of camphor about them. 
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Now the familiar noise of the town was corning in: a cart rattling over 
the cobblestones, a servant sloshing water over stone steps, the cries of 
some peasants from the country, and presently Ihc smell of oxen, and 
laughter and little squeals of excitement as a shepherd drove his flock 
down tlie narrow street. Life had gone on while lie was ill. It was going 
on still. Francis looked back at the shelves. They were only half-full 
now, tier upon tier going up to the low ceiling, with the coarse canvas 
and the rough wool on the lower shelves, and higher up the linens and 
the fine wools and the silks. There would be money to spend. He could 
make a feast for his friends, and yet even as the thought came, he 
realized that there was no excitement in it. 

"Here come some of your fine friends/' his father's voice broke into 
Ins reflections. But for all the wonted irony in his rich voice, Francis 
saw the old flash of pride in his eye as the door opened, and two young 
men came in. 

"Why it is you, Leo, and you, Martin I" he added as he caught sight 
of the heir of thcOffrcducci. 

"Old Bombarone said you were about," the young nobleman has- 
tened to explain; "I 'vc waited all winter for you to choose mc the stuff 
for my new robe. Now I'm in rags." 

Francis looked up and caught the look of envy on his brother's face. 
"1 will keep the shop now, Angclo," he said, "while you go in to 
Mother for your dinner." Then he turned to the two young men. 

"Rags!" repeated the young heir of the Offreducci, lifting up his 
fashionable long sleeves that fell almost to the slim tips of his shoes. 
"Another month, and it will be falling off me." 

Francis turned from the gay persiflage to look at the sober young 
man at Maitin's side, who bad not said a word. Now as Francis looked 
at turn, he blushed a little, and then he forgot himself in his pleasure. 
"It is so good to have you back with us, Francis!" 

"Thank you, Leo," For a moment Francis' eye lingered. How grave 
he was, this young Leo. Though he had been little past twenty at the 
time of the battle, when Francis was ill in prison, he liad waited on 
him hand and foot; and yet it was only with the greatest difficult v that 
Francis could ever make him laugh. It was a curious thing, Francis 
thought: alone of all his friends, Leo made him feel old. The rest took 
what he so carelessly gave as a sharing; of a common store, but Leo 
followed him around and looked to him almost as if he were his master. 
"What a queer thought," said Francis lo himself, "for me, who have 
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always laughed at all this master and student thing!" But even as he 
mu t liinking of Leo, Francis* eyes were scanning the shelves. Normally 
In- would have known what color and texture to give to his friend as 
•.■ion as he came in the door. But he was rust)- now on the files of the 
■ li< his. "1 lliink it will be this green," he said, signalling to Old 
Micliad to reach down a folded piece of clolh. Then he opened it and 
hrl.l out an edge to the young Offreducci. But the latter only laughed. 

"You know perfectly well, Francis, I shall take it. For if I do not, 
\ mi will give it to the next man, and then at the first banquet I sliall see 
I it m shining in it and kick myself for being such a fool as not to take 
your advice." 

"What a poor merchant you make me out," laughed Francis, "to 
viv that I'd just take the same piece of goods and palm it off on the 
i nxt one who comes into the store." 

"Not you," said the young Martin, and then he leaned over the 
< mintcr. "But what I don't understand is the way in which you can 

i s how the robe will look when it is finished, so that years later a 
man will still be hearing his friends saying it is just the right color and 
I lie right texture for him/' 

"Ali, that," said Francis lightly, "is the gift of the imagination." 

"Imagination!" snorted his father. And then, seeing the young 
nobleman draw back, he rubbed his hands. "It doesn't niatlcr what 
y'licallitso long as our customers arc satisfied .'"Hie young heir of the 
t Jffreducci laughed. Only Leo stood there with that curious solemnity 
in his singularly pure face. Perhaps it is because he is so young, thought 
Francis. 

"Whatever it is," said the young Ofireducci, "when the new robe is 
clone, I shall have a feast in its honor, and you will come and make me 
a song, Francis, on my fine green gown." 

As the young Offreducci started for the door, he hesitated. "By the 
way, speaking of singing, a party of us arc going up the hill to sing in 
honor of your friend Matthew's mairiage. Will you not come with 
us?" 

But as Francis was ready to take up the merry challenge, there came 
.1 little stab in his side, and he knew he was tired. "Not just yet," he 
said, with a smile. "Give mc a day or two more." 

"We shall miss you, and the bride most of all," laughed Martin. But 
as Leo turned to follow his friend, he looked back anxiously, "May I 
come to sec you Ibis evening when the shop is closed?" 
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Francis' first thought was that he was too weary for his young friend's 
adoration, but at the look of disappointment on Leo's face, his habitual 
kindness rebuked him. "Of course, you can come and sil by my bed," 
be s:i id. 

"Imagina tion!" said h is father when the shop was empty again. "And 
yet, I suppose tbal is what makes you the best merchant here." 

"How drearily you talk, Father," said Francis, "as if 1 were already 

middle-aged." 

But when the shop was shut that night and! Francis had crawled 
back into bed, he thought "middle-aged" was right enough. His 
strength was coming back, but (here was something else. ... At that 
moment there came a rattle of laughter down the street, and the sound 
of many footsteps on the cobblestones— not the heavily shod feet of 
the shepherds or of the peasants, but lighter, finer leather. Then came 
a burst of song. It was his friends, he (tCOgnized with a pang. They were 
singing one of his own songs, too. Slowly and stiffly, he crept out of bed 
and looked down into the darkened street, and watched the torches 
guttering in the evening breeze. Somebody must have seen his shadow 
against the candlelight because 1 here was a glad cry from the street. But 
Francis only shook bis head, and after a moment's lingering, they went 
on. At 3iis back he heard bib father's voice gxumbling, "They arc noisy 
enough, those fine friends off yours, but they throw their money around 
generously, too. And 1 must say that normally you keep up with them." 
A little note of indulgence had come into the grumbling, and Francis 
knew he was smiling. 

So be protested gaily enough, "But today, I've only been making 
money. I'm not spending any." 

'True," said his father, "it has been better business today than any 
day since you were ill. Hut, whoa! What is this?" ;is he caught sight 
of Leo in the doorway. "Are you quite sure, Francis?" There was con- 
cern in his voice. 

"Yes," said Francis. "Conic in, Leo, and sit on the chest where I can 
see you, though I think I do you wrong to let you come and sit up here 
with mc so drearily. You ought lo be out singing witl i the others." 

"But you know, Francis—" 

"Yes, I know. But I am still too old for you to be spending the 
evening here with me." 

"Old?" said Leo, and for the first time that day he smiled. 
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"Old," said Francis firmly, and then more gently, "Tell me, Leo, 

what have you been doing all these weeks?" 

But Francis was hardly listening. It was not just tliat he was tired. A 
I iird sang in the wood, and the young hero of t he roma ncc went out to 
look for liim. It was not that lie found in the wood only a cloth shop, 
or perhaps nothing at all. It wxs, xatlier, tliat lie could not any longer 
hear the bird's song. He was like that bird rn Penigia lhat flamed in (he 

sunset and then flew out into nothingness. It was within himself that 

the singing had ceased, and the wonder, and all was empty. He made 
no protest when Leo took his leave, soon after, nor wben Ins mother 
came and took the candles aw;iy, Me was spent. 

2 

But there was little time for Francis to sit staring at the emptiness 
within. Normally, the summer was not the busiest season in (he cloth 
shop, but this year it seemed that a never-ending stream of Francis' 
friends cainc in to visit and to buy at least one piece of cloth before 
they went out again. Then there were all the celebrations that fol- 
l< iwed, the feasts, and revels, and serenades in t he soft evenings. There 
were parties along the river and out into the little country towns in the 
mountains, and filially there was all the bustle of making ready for bis 
father's trip to the great silk fair in Provence at the end of the Bummer, 
AH in all, there was little time for Francis to look inside. 

Only when the thin fingers of lhe locust leaves were scuttcring clown 
the cobblestones of the street outside and (he first word had come that 
Peter Bernardone had been seen coming with high-piled pack mules 
Ihrough the Saint Bernard Pass did Francis remember the weakness of 
his convalescence and wonder if his father would still look worried 
when he saw him. But when Peter came to the door with his first look, 
as always, for his eldest son, Francis knew from the way bis father's 
face lighted that he was pleased with what he saw, 

"How brown you are, my little Frenchman!" he exclaimed. "And 
even if it is thin, it is real bone there," he said, as he patted Ins shoulder. 
And then as he looked from Angelo to the cloth shelves around the 
shop, he cried out in admiration, "Why the shelves arc empty! What a 
summer you've had!" And then with a mocking roughness, "That is f if 
you've not spent all the profit on some new folly," 

"He has really spent very little," said Pica. 
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How like her, thought Francis, to have stood there in the doorway 
io llic buck of the shop, waiting until her husband should bare gieeted 
his 30m and looked around his store. And then as her face lighted and 
her husband's arms came around her, Francis thought again how little 
justice he did his father. And yet, as Peter looked away from his wife— 
"How well you liave done without me!"— did he a little resent the un- 
failing efficiency of this quiet woman , who seemed always to be watch- 
ing the accomplishments of others without any thought that anybody 
might watch what she was doing? 

The door opened, and one of the consuls of the Commune came in, 
a curiously ■wry fellow with a meagre mouth and a thin nose, who al- 
ways chosG the brightest and the richest of garments. Now lie came 
ruffling in. "I've just heard you're back, and I want the first took, 
Beriiardonc," he said, pulling his thin hand with its heavy agate ring 
On the brown Ixile on the counter. 

"How well you know, my lord," said the cloth merchant, "that I 
always bring my best stuff with me. I have some brocades which the 
Greeks brought: from Constantinople." As he deftly slit the cords 
around llic canvas cover, BcTtiardone smiled proudly. "Here is one — '" 
but there was brighter as he lifted a very soft blue damask from the 
mil, "Oh, this." he said, recovering quickly, "this will do for your bride, 
Francis- And time enough it is that yon produced her for us." 

But before Francis could think of some light retort, the Lady Pica 
had stepped into the breach. "It is just the right color for a new robe 
for the Madonna in Santa Maria Maggiore. Her robe is dusty enough." 

Bernardo nc shrugged his shoulders. "Bride or Madonna, here it is," 
he 5aid h throwing it into Pica's outstretched arms. "Tin's red, here, this 
you may have, 1'V.uieis, for your good storckceping." This time Ber- 
nardone did not throw the folded cloth but spread it out so that it 
hung down over the counter; and Francis saw that deep purple tones 
shimmered where the pattern was raised by the light. 

"It is beautiful enough for the Bishop," said Francis in awe. 

'Hie consul agreed "I t would make a fine gift." 

But fiemardone shook his head and squared his braid shoulders, and 
for a moment he looked like the stalwart peasant that he had been 
before lie became the richest merchant in Assisi. "It is fine enough for 
my son," he said. The consul laughed a dry papery laugh, and Francis;, 
rummaging among the rich fabrics, pulled out a deep saffron-gold 
brocade and held it out for the older man's inspection. 
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"Right, as always," said the consul flatly. "Measure it for me, 
Francis." 

At that moment a beggar came into the shop, a wretched, twisted 
MM 'II of a man in rags. On a counter near the door were some remnants 
• 'I l.i briq, heavy* coarse canvas such as some of the peasants had bought 
against the harvest. The beggar pointed to the canvas a nd with a whine 
■in tched out his hand, "For the love of Christ and Our Lady." 

Francis looked across the bright colon 3f the brocade and shuddered 
wifli distaste. "Can you not see that wc arc busy?" he said shortly. 
With a look of hurt surprise in his reddened eyes, the beggar shrugged 
kis shoulders and started from the shop. Francis stood still, and for 
a moment it scenied to him as if all in the shop were poised waiting. 

My God! '—the pang of remorse ran like fire through him—" here I 
mi. i naming a fuss about a rich man, and here is one whom the Lord of 
.ill the world's wealth has sent me, and I have nothing for him but 
hush words." Dropping the brocade,, he started for the door, but as 
DC passed, he snatched up the coveted canvas, and a piece of coarse 
wool that lay by it. 

'Hie beggar was already at the foot of the sheet, making lor his usual 
roost by the door of Santa Maria Maggiore, 

"Christ's messenger, wait for a moment!" As the man turned in 
astonishment, Francis went up to him and knell down and held up the 
canvas he had asked for. Then as the man reached for it uncertainly, lie 
l lirust the wool upon him. "Here is something for a hood against the 
winter cold." 

"Christ and Our Lady bless you, son of Peter Bernardone!" cried the 
beggar, and it was curious how full and steady that whining voice had 
heeorne. At that moment, a simple-minded fool of a fellow, who had 
never left his boyhood, came up and, Jerking his ragged cloak from his 
shoulders, spread it in front of Francis. 

"Deign to walk on this, Francis Bernardone, who will be lord of all 
I he world yet." 

Francis turned to flee from all the laughing voices. But he had 
taken only a step or two when another voice called out to him, laugh ing 
but unmistakable in its calm authority, "Not so fast, my friend. Maybe 
I can help the simpleton's prophecy come true." It w'-as Gentile, the 
Count of Assisi, a man only a little older than Francis but already full 
m the face and figure, with a habit of wearing rich, dark clothes like an 
older lord. How often Francis' father had said, "That one needs no 
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fme feathers. He carries himself with him." Now, even in its laughter, 
the voice of Gentile was warm. "I am on my way to Avcrna now. Come 
willi me, and I will tell you about it." 

It was many a month now since Francis had been to the armor- 
maker's shop, that favorite haunt of his boyhood. He loved the fine 
shop with all the shining chain mail, and ihe glittering blades of steel 
from Toledo — while within, no matter how cold the winter day, the 
small courtyard with its guttering charcoal fires and its furnaces was 
always hot and smoky. In his dap at the school near San Giorgio, 
Francis had made little of the Latin lessons until they came to the 
stories of the ancient myths, which, like his beloved romances, had 
si nick a spark in his imagination. It w;ls he who had christened the 
armorer's shop "A venta," and the name had stuck ever since. But it was 
not of ancient myths thai Francis was ! (linking now. 

"Gentile," he said, "if it is a raid on Perugia — " 

Gentile laughed. Then he sobered. "Nobody knows betlcr lhati 
you, Francis Bcrnardonc, that if it is a raid on Perugia, the rascals have 
asked for it. But that is poor home-keeping stuff, What say you to 
Apulia mid the Pope's anny?" 

The mocking eyes of the young noble looked at Francis so affection- 
ately Ihat he could hardly resent the teasing, "Apulia , , . the Pope's 
army?" He hesitated. 

"It is the Pope's own cause," said Gentile insistently. "Walter of 
Bricnnc and his Normans have come to Pope Innocent's aid. It is as 
good as a crusade. 

"But a crusade is lo save the holy places from the heathen." 

"Holy places from licathcn!" snorted Gentile, the jesting falling 
away from his voice. "Can you think of any heathen worse than those 
German rohbers of I leiiry's? As for holy places, it is the Chinch's own 
lands that Walter of Bricnne is saving for the Pope." 

"Walter of Uriciinc," repealed Francis. "I ic is a great commander." 

"Ah, 1 thought that would fetch you," said Genlilc, jabbing him in 
the ribs. "You know perfectly well, cloth merchant's son, that if Walter 
of Uridine carries tins for the Pope, there will be plenty of knighting 
of the men who have done the fighting." 

When Francis relumed from Avema to the cloth shop and told his 
father of his meeting with Gentile, there was a shocked silence in the 
shop. 
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"Fighting for the Church," said Pica, quite uncharacteristically 

breaking the silence at last. 

"Fighting for the Church," snorted Peter Bcnnardone. "I tell you, 
Pica, this is a world in which Pope or not, he who does not defend his 
own will soon enough lack it." 

"Suppose you arc killed," said Pica, her sudden anxiety breaking 
through her usual taciturnity. 

"Who said anything ahout being killed?" scoffed Francis. "You 
know perfectly well. Mother, you can have no romance if you kill the 
hero in the first chapter." 

Usually it was Pica who supported her sons against their father, hut 
now it was the father who came to the son's rescue. "Your mother 
talks as if you could not hold a swoid but only a measuring stick. If 
those scurvy Pcrugians had been anything like fair fighters, we would 
.ill hare come home in triumph." 

"But you will need him here in the shop," said Pica desperately. 

"Look here, rny girl," said Peter, "1 ran the shop for years without 
our hero. You must let a young man do something now and then. And 
a knight in the family will do none of us anv harm." 

Hut Rufirio, the armorer, grumbled that Francis Bcmardonc was too 
slight for any of his suits of chain mail. "You cannot expect a man be- 
hind a counter to carry the weight that a man docs who spends all his 
time riding and hunting." 

Peter Bemardonc's mouth straightened dangerously, and Rufino saw 
it. 

He laid a hand on the merchant's stalwart arm. "I meant nothing, 
Peter Bernardone. Don't 1 know well enough that what I make for you 
will be paid for on the spot, while I shall wait many a long day for these 
braggarts from the high towers to pay their bills? Come, then, and see 
what the models are." 

"J care not for these models," said the merchant. "I want something 
solid that will keep my son's life within his carcass.." 

"But surely a little engraving on the shield, Father." 

"Oh, a little, if you will." 

"Here arc some patterns," said Rufiuo, wiping Ms grcasv black bauds 
"ii his leather apron and thrusting a roll of parchment at his guests. 

"The cross, I suppose," suggested Peter, "it it is really for the Pope, 
U that snob Gentile says." 

But Francis had caught sight of the bird in the middle of the roll. 
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"It is the dove of peace," said Rufino. "A queer tiling to put on a 
shield." 

"Let it he clove of peace or not. It is a bird," said Francis. 

"More of your nonsense," sniffed Bernardone, "hut if that is what 
you want, take it. Rufino, if it is the finest suit of armor that goes On 
Walter of Bricnne's expedition, you shall have a present of fine cloth." 

Now that the order was given, the armorer relaxed as he came out of 
the shop with them. "I would rather have your cloth any day, Bcrnar- 
donc, than all the coins I am likely to sec from those towers." He 
gestured vaguely to t he thicket of towers i n the center of the town. 

When they returned to the shop, Bernardone opened still another 
of his great hales. "This purple wool from Constantinople will make 
you the handsomest gown in all the army." 

"It is tempting Providence to do it again," said Pica soberly, as her 
husband measured the wool to his son's slim form. 

"Woman," said Peter sharply, 'lea ve us men to a man's work!" 

"But arc you sure," asked Francis, "thai those 'poor nobles' of 
Rufmo will rchsli seeing a merchant SO fine?" 

The hard look came hack to his father's face. "In this world's 
markets, if you worry about what your rivals will take home, your own 
basket will be empty soon enough." 

The Shadow of that momentary thought fell again on Francis' en- 
thusiasm sonic weeks later when Gentile, on his way to the old 
Flaminian Way, stopped in the shop to look at his friend's gear. "I 
told you that you would be the finest figure in all Walter's army," he 
said, slapping his friend's back. Then catching the smug satisfaction 
on Bemardone's face, he added mischievously, "Only a merchant could 
assemble gear like that." But, seeing Peter's face darken, he hastened 
to add, "1 will leave one of my own pages with you to be your squire. 
Come here, fellow," he said, going to the door and summoning one of 
the brightly dressed youths holding the horses. "Mind you that yon 
serve him as you would serve me— indeed, heller. For I will only cuff 
you if you disgrace yourself, but he will make songs that will make the 
whole town laugh at you." 

At first the boy, Eustace, sulked, sitting on the counter and drum- 
ming the heels of his fine leather shoes against its timbering. But 
Francis noticed that when he sal down to Pica's table, his eyes opened. 
And when he went out into the kitchen after supper to see the supplies 
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that were being packed in the hampers for (he mule, his whole manner 

■ hanged. 

Bcrnaidone and Angelo rode out with the crusading company only 
Bi i.li as where the road turned around Monte Subasio. Already the 
highway was filling with parties in the wake of the Count of Assisi.and 
Bcrnardone had gone far enough to sec that his son's party made quite 
■I line a figure as any other. The Udy Pica had taken leave of them in 
hunt of the Madonna's altar in the old Cathedral uf Santa Maria 
Maggioie. 

"And who shall say," said Bernardonc wi th rare though! fulness, "but 
llic arms she purchases you there may be stronger than Rufino's best" 

Bui the Squire Eustace, proudly marshalling the couple of ap- 
prentices whom Bernardonc had released to him, obviously felt very 
well satisfied with his prospects. There was no knight's banner floating 
it llic head of their little party, nor princely crest on helmet or saddle, 
I "it Eustace, who knew now that everything about the equipment was 
Of the solid best, looked content. Francis, however, after the first 
I (leased survey of his company and the first pleasant exchange of greet- 
< m;-s with old friends, settled back more thoughtfully to the rhythmic 
Wit of his horse. "There is nothing like a well-paced horse to give 
measure and substance to a man's thoughts," he liad said once. And 
the thoughtful mood stayed with him until they stopped by the way- 
"•K off the hard pavement of the road, to tuni the liorscs to graze 
.iml lake out the first of Pica's stores. 

I lie young men were soon gorging themselves on Pica's fine bread, 
i ml Francis was too excited to eat. So, looking around, lie caught sight 
I <l l he pair of hungry eyes looking at him over the bushes at their backs. 
\. he rose to greet the newcomer, Francis recognized Lawrence, one 
• ■< I"? fellow prisoners at Perugia. He had been a dour enough fellow, 
i Iways given to complaining of the misfortunes that had overtaken his 
family, especially of the loss of his armor down in the mud by the river 
bank. Most of his companions had edged away whenever he eame near, 
i if the dampening of his presence were a physical thing; so Francis 
had laken pity on him and tried to cheer bim, without much success. 
Now, however, he lifted the bread and the meat to him and bade him 
l «iinc and eat. And when a loutish youngster, looking like a stable boy, 
followed at his heels, Francis bade Eustace give him food, too. Then 
he settled down to listen to his old comrade's renewed complaint. 
The friendly abundance of Francis' company brought a greedy glitter 
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to the eyes of the servant, but the master, Lawrence, only looked more 
defeated than before, and gave his thanks to his friendly host with a 
gloom that went straight to Francis' heart. 

"Look here/' Francis said. "I have another iol>e and a cloak there on 
the pwcksaddle that you may have. And I have an extra helmet that you 
can have, too." In spite of the shock on Eustace's face, Francis' servants 
automatically followed his orders. While they opened packs, Francis 

put liis own gown of Flemish wool on Lawrence's gaunt frame and 

donned his greasy and moth-eaten roU- that had to be girded tightly 
lest it trail in the dust behind him. The loutish boy stared with widen- 
ing c\t;s, but Lawrence raised his hands to heaven and said, "There is 
justice still on earth!" 

The Bcrnardone servants shook their heads and went about making 

ready for the journey. Rut the boy Eustace stood, not moving, only 

looking around us if he were asking himself into what company of mad- 
men he had strayed. 
"I lave yon never heard of St. Martin of Toms?" asked Francis. 
"But he was a saint in a legend," said Eustace. 

Thai night as Francis put his newly acquired ganncnt to air by the 
narrow window in the inn at Foligno, lie thought of St. Martin. Was 
that the way it had looked that long-ago day in Caul? "Doubtless 1 
shall dream of St. Martin of Tours tonight/' he thought, as he settled 
on the hard pallet; "hereon the road to glory 1 stall dream of a saint 
sharing his cloak, with a "beggar." 

Instead, he dreamed that he was back in his father's shop at Assist, 
and all the wooden shelves were full, not of rolls and folds of cloth, 
lwl of bright and shining annor, and when he went into the house be- 
hind to call his family to come and see, he found the whole house filled 
with armor. As lie stood there looking around, he thought to himself, 
"Now is the moment fen it all to vanish and for me to wake up." But 
even as he waited, he heard a very clear voice speaking with a fullness 
of reasonable assurance thai riveted him to the spot, "Francis, these 
arc the amis that arc wa iting for you and for your kn ights." 
Then I shall be a knight," said Francis. 

But the voice seemed not lo have beard him. "And there is a bride 
waiting for you, too, the fairest of all brides for you to wed." 

Francis awoke, but th is wakin g was quite unlike any that the dreamer 
had hitherto known. For he awoke not with the usual feeling of com- 
ing from a warm, bright world of dreams to a cool, flat world of actu- 
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■ lily, hut with the same kind of sunny, clear, reasonable assurance as 
Lid filled |he voice which had spoken in I lis dream. And that sense of 
i tear and reasonable certitude stayed with him as tlicy made tlicir 
horses ready for the day's journey and even when they were back at 
List on the hard blocks of the Flaminian Way. 

Francis reined in his hurse beside Kuslacc, mid lie said lo him, "Do 
i ml worry, for wc arc going to glory." But there was slill a wary look in 
l he bright, greedy eyes of the young squire; and Francis rode on in the 
clear sunshine, loath to have even the slightest stain upon this quiet 
i idianM. He thought about it all day long, as they met other parties on 
the highway, as they paused at noon and again shared their fond with 
neighbors, and as they talked of their hopes of noble deeds and of rich 

I iv to be won under Walter of BriennC. But always the house of 

irmot stayed in Francis' thought. Once or twice he thought of the 
bride. "Bui there is time enough for that," he said to himself, "when 

Wc have won our knighthood." 

As the day went on he grew weary again and began to wonder if he 
had not perhaps taken the dream too seriously. He knew that he was 
I great dreamer. Sometimes his dreams were terrifying, and sometime?, 
i now, they were exciting and beautiful. But that voice was Ibe thing 
1 1. ii was different, and as the day drew to its close, and the last horse 
'.tumbled a little, Francis found that it was less easy to recall that clear 
i oioe*. 

1 1 had never occurred to him that the h ousc of armor and the voice 
were not necessarily tied up together. So he was disappointed when, 
(draining again that night in the inn at Spolcto, he found himself not 
.ii home in his shop but on a hillside on the edge of a wood. "A bird 
ii'. in a wood," he thought ruefully. "This is just another one of those 
dreams." And then he heard the clear voice again, so sure, so com- 
I >l<tcly reasonable. It seemed to him that it was closer now, almost as 
il il were speaking within him. 

"Francis," said the voice, "what do you think you art doing?" 
Startled at the direct question, Francis paused, and then lie answered, 
' I hi i seeking honor and glory." 

"I low shall you win this honor, this glory?" asked the voice. 
"By serving Walter of Bricnnc, who is serving the l'opc." 
"Walter of Brieime, (he Tope," repeated the voice, still clear but 
now softer. "Tell me, Francis, is it nobler to serve the servant or the 
master?" 
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"The master, of course." 

"Go then," said the voice, "back to your own town of Assisi, and 
there you will find out how you may serve mc." 

Francis waited, but the voice said no more. Prescn tly Francis awoke, 
and now he was surprised to find it was night, and he WHS in bed. Only 
slowly did he icmcnibcr where he was, and then it did not seem very 
important. All he could think of was that voice that still echoed in 
his deepest consciousness. Not the servant hut the master? Not Wallet 
of Briemie, not even the Pope— and then Francis knew. For the first 
time in his life his way was clear and sure. I lis Lord had spoken, had 
told him to go hack home. There in Assisi lie would be told what he 
should do nest, That amazing assurance stayed with him as he watched 
the dawn whitening through the ravellings of the night. It stayed with 
him as he faced his squire in the morning, and until a knowing look the 
young man asked, "What did you dream tall ni»ht. Master Francis?" 

Francis said nothing until they had all breakfasted. Then he called 
the oldest of the men he had brought from his father's shop, and he 
said to him, Turn around. We aie going back." 
"Going back?" shrieked Eustace in astonishment. 
Francis faced him. "Wo are returning to Assisi." 
"What will become of me?" said Eustace. "They will laugh at me in 
my lord's household: that I went out with a coward who turned back 
before ever he saw the face of the enemy!" Then Francis heard the 
muttering of his father's servants at his back. He turned back to 
Eustace, and he said, "Yon go on ahead and find your master." 
"But what stall I tell him?" 
"Vou will tell him," said Francis quietly, "that I have gone back to 

Assisi to serve a new lord/' 

But now his fathers servants had begun to recover from their aston- 
ishment, and as they watched Kustace ride away down the dust, flicking 
his horse as if to show his contempt for the company he was leaving, 
the oldest of the servants began to protest. "We shall be laughing- 
stocks, too, when we come lack." 

"A man who owes no debts may change his master," said Francis 

gently. 

But the servants huddled together and left Francis to ride slowly "be- 
hind. As he rode, it seemed to him that the clear voice was still echo- 
ing in the depths of his own being. It was a cloudy day, somber and 
threatening, but there was a radiance over it, too. For the first time 
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llnce his illness, Francis: knew tliat deep within, the house of liis spirit 
" U furnished again. Then lie remembered ;i passage of St. Augustine 
i li.il he had lieard his schoolmaster read onre: "\|eii SCOUT the sea and 
Uh j ride over the face of the earth looking for Thee, My Lord. And lo, 
I hOU art to he found at hdme in (lac spirit of man, whom Thou hast 
nude." And Francis bowed his head and prayed, "My Lord and my 
( lod, show me the way, and I will follow." 

3 

Fortunately for Francis' home-coming there had been a report of 
Uindits who had overtaken some men from Assisi and robbed them of 
•ill their gear, injuring a couple of them in the process. So the Lady 
J'ica made no effort to disguise her relief that the Virgin had brought 
Francis home safely from such perils. And though Peter Bernardonc 
looked both baffled and disappointed, still he shook his head and 
Mid that it was a good thing that Francis was out of it all . Only Angelo 
had asked what was to happen to al] the glory. Francis' men reported 
thai when they appeared in their old haunts in Assisi, there was a good 
dial of laughing inquiry as to what it was that had driven them home. 
Was it bandits? Or had there really been a battle? And wlicrc now were 
I heir lordships going to make their fortune? 

At first there was a good deal of laughter, too, amon g Francis' friends. 
"So you arc a cloth merchant after al]/' said one of them, half sneering, 
half bantering. 

"J am a cloth merchant" said Francis, "but I shall be a great prince 

yet." In his clear voice there was no sign of any consciousness of the 
mockery that prompted the question, only a gaiety of spirit that 
silenced his tormentor, So it was with the rest of his friends. Jeering— 
good-natured and less good-natured— wilted before the sheer weight of 
his indifference. Francis took his turn in the shop and, as usual, ac- 
cepted all the imitations for feasting and singing that came his way. 
So tar as anybody could tell, the adventure of the papal annv might 
never have been, and it was impossible to conceive of anvbody more 
carefree than Francis. Only his friends, when they came bv in the 
afternoon, began to discover that he was often away from home. "Some 
sort Of business," his father would explain. And his brother would 
shrug his shoulders, "Perhaps he has found that princess of his." 
And the friends would look knowingly at each other and go off. Only 
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Leo followed Francis when he rode out into the fields alone. And from 
a distance he observed how even* so often he would rein in his horse 
and stop in one of the numerous little ruined churches tliat dotted the 
Umbriaii countryside. Once, too, Leo followed Francis up into the 
hills to tht' east of Assisi, and pausing at the first of a series of caves, he 
was astonished to hear the familiar voice speaking in a very low tone 
among the rocks above. He could not make out what Francis was say- 
ing, but the low monotonous rhythm suggested cither that he was 
reciting something 01 that lie was praying. Ashamed of his eavesdrop- 
ping, Leo went back to Assisi before Francis could discover him. 

Sometimes, too, Peter BenuidJone, sitting in the evening alone with 
his wife in the little hall above the shop, would nsk her if she had any 
idea what Francis was up to. But the I-uly Pica would only look at 
him with that baffling clearness in her eyes and ask him what there was 
to worry about, wilh an assurance that made her husband feci rebuked 
for his uneasiness. Here was a passage in one of I lie Christmas Gospels 
which Peter had never enjoyed, lhat one where the Kvangclist Luke 
says, "But Mary kept all these words, pondering them in her heart." It 
seemed to him that too often his wife had kept that teasing silence 
about her son. Ruefully lie recalled that nonsense at Francis' birth— 
when the Lady Pica in the most sumptuous childbed in Assisi could 
not bring forth her son, a nameless beggar at the door had suggested 
that she might be cased of her pain if she would follow Our Blessed 
lady's example and betake herself to the stable at the rear of the 
house. Outraged, Ihc servant whom Peter bad left in charge of the 
household when he wcn( to France, had driven the man awav for his 
pains; but to his astonishment, his mistress when she heard of it, had 
insisted upon leaving her brocaded bed and taking herself with an old 
quilt to the straw nf the stable, and there, at once without further 
effort, she had brought forth her son. When Peter on his return asked 
her why she had done this, she had given hiin :» look of tender and 
placid understanding thai seemed more firmlv than any words to tell 
him that this was something quite beyond his comprehension. So now 
when he asked her if she had any idea what Francis was about, she had 
reassured him with that same mysterious certainly that made him feel 
that there was something that he should have seen and could not see. 
Even when he asked her if she had any idea who the princess was that 
Francis kept talking about, she answered quicllv, as if it were the most 
natural thing in the world, that she Iiad none. And when, beginning to 
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bo exasperated, he asked her if she thoughl Francis had any idea, she 
answered that he probably had not. 

■' Idil he is almost twenty-five years old!" Pelcr stormed at the end of 
tint- of these frustrating exchanges. 

"All the more reason, then," said Pica finnly, "to let hiin find his 
Own wav." 

"! don't believe there's any such bride" he retorted. 

"Oli, yes, I think there is a bride." 

"And yet you say that he has not found her yet?" 

"No," said the Lady Pica, with that odd ha1>it of precision in human 
tilings that seemed to him more appropriate to business affairs. "I did 
not say that. I think there is such a bride, but Francis has not recne- 
m/ed her." * 

"An unknown bride?" laughed Peter. "It is of a piece with all your 
romances." But the Lady Pica only shrugged her shoulders daintily 
Bnd held up her sewing to the candle as if suddenly the stitches needed 
a closer view. Once again Peter had the bewildering sense that he was 
being shown to the door while his wife brooded in her heart over the 
Ihings which he could not understand. 

ft was a relief then to Peter when Krone-is came and told him one day 
in the early spring that his old friends were celebrating the return of 
I he young heir of the Oflreducci from the Apuliau crusade. It was 
Hear enough now that some of the younger lords, at least, had decided 
that Walter of Bricnne was not likely to do anything very riolablc, and 
that 6ghting for the Pope in Apulia was no more exciting or rewarding 
than fighting the Perugians. So Peter could feel now something of the 
old pride when Francis told him thai he had been made the master of 
the feast and that he wanted to provide really well for his friends. 

"Tliat," grumbled Peter, "is why they have appointed you, lwcausc 
those bankrupts know that you can provide them the good things they 
cannot afford." 

Relieved at his father's restored good humor, Francis reminded him, 
"Of him to whom much hath been given shall much be recunrcd." 

'That was not spoken of those gilded wasters," said the old cloth 
merchant. 

But Francis saw the flash in hi* eye as he bade his servants do what- 
ever Francis ordered. Then he asked, "Will it be, here?" 

"Oh, no. We shall use the banquctting hall in the house of the 
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Offrcducci for it. I have told his mother that we shall bring over the 
dishes from our kitchen and the wines from our celku." 

"And the silks to hang around the wal I?" asked Peler sarcastically. 

"No," said Francis good-humored ly. "There are enough moth-eaten 
tapestries hanging around their banquctrin^ hall." 

"Well, then, howalionl the courtyard?" 

"No," said the Lady Pica. "The first spring flowers will be up for 
that. 1 was tailing with the Lady Ortolana this morning, and she 
showed them to me." 

"You have it all planned beforehand," grumbled L'etcr. But Francis 
noted the pride with which he looked at his mother, and he remem- 
bered that conversation when a couple of weeks later he went over to 
the Offrcducci palate in the Pi:i//:i San llnfhio to make sure that all 
was ready for the (east. The courtyard was sweet with the fragrance of 
the early spring flowers, hyacinths and narcissuses and jonquils. And 
when tlie young heir of the Offrcducci took Ins arm and drew hiin into 
the courtyard, he saw the Roman sarcophagus at the end spilling over 
with the most exquisite lilies, white and shining in the ancient coffin. 

"It is a fable of the Resurrection," said Francis. 

"What an odd grace to the feast/' replied his friend, holding him at 
ami's length and looking at him curiously. And then as he took in the 
scarlet brocade of Francis' festal gown, he slapped him on the shoulder 
—"No, you have not gone monk on us yet." 

But before Francis could reply, what seemed like all the gilded 
youths of Assisi and the country round came crowding in on them, 
some calling out compliments on the music that wu already drifting 
from under the arches of the courtyard, others sniffing with delight the 
fragrances from the banquet hall, and still others good-naturedly teas- 
ing, "Francis, is this your wedding feast? Are we going to see this 
princess of yours at last?" But even after thev had gone into the ban- 
qucltiiig hall, Francis still lingered with one hand on the cool, gray 
stone of the flower-laden sarcophagus until (he last had passed. The 
light had quite faded now, and he was gialcful for the torches which 
had been set in the iron brackets on the wall and the cresseJs flaming 
smokily in the evening breeze. The hall within was full of laughter, 
but the courtyard was suddenly quiet. 

Francis breathed deep of the sweetness of the flowers at his side, and 
then moved by some obscure impulse, lie looked Up. It seemed to him 
that in the shadows in the loggia above somebody was standing watch- 
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lug him. He tried lo estimate the height of that darker shadow among 
the shadows, and as his eyes became accustomed to the obscurity it 
i ned to him tliat i t was a slim figure nol much more thnn the height 
■ >i ,i child. Then as the evening breeze freshened, it tl ung the flame of 
one of tlic torches like a banner across the rosy stone of the balcony on 
which the figure stood. And for a moment he caught sight of the slim 
pwn dress and of the incredibly fresh and lovely pale face above. At 
lusl lie thought it was one of the lilies that had come lo life in this 
li.nisforrnmg radiance. But the wind seemed to pause, and the torch- 
1 ;Iil fastened on the figure like a banner outfiung on the air. As he 
« ,n * hed, a slim aim lifted a veil over the face, and for a moment longer 
Uic veiled figure stood out clearly in the light. Francis drew in his 
iMcuth with a light hiss. "The unknown bride!" But the torchlight 
Hupped back, and it seemed to him there was a little motion in the 
lhactows. Then he knew lie was alone. 

iliere was a shout at his bode, and the young heir of the Offreducci 
Hid ;i crowd of his friends rushed out and laid hold on Francis, crying, 
what are you doing out here, dreaming of that bride of yours, when 
id. feast is all spread and we wait for the first toast?" 

To the unknown bride!" said Francis, lifting the glittering goblet 
Hid holding it aloft so that a little of the pink wine splashed upon the 
linen before him. 

All over the hall there was a laughing shout. "To the unknown 
bride!" Then the mocking voices, "Tell us, who is she, Francis?" 

"< )h," said one of the young men, "that is what lie was doing, gazing 
Mpat the balcony at the unknown bride." 

"Come along, Martin," said another. "What fair princess have you 
<m the balcouy upstairs there? Come, let us all go out and see if we 
i an't find her." 

lor a moment the young master of the household looked a little 
ibrmed. Then he shrugged his shoulders. "We haven't any princesses 
here. There's nobody upstairs but my sister, Clare, and her nurse, and 
t nmple of the servants." 

"Your sister, Clare?" said one of the young men. "Whv is she not 
• l"wiiwithus here?" 

"She's too young," sai'd Martin with obvious astonishment tliat 
mybody should be unaware of thai fact. 

"It isn't so much that she's young," said a bright cousin of his, an 
• 'indent-eyed and opulent-bosomed lass, seeming almost to burs t out of 
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tlic bright peach sheath of her gown. "It's just that— well, I was going 
to banquets when I was no older than she is." 

There was a laugh ail over as one gallant after another raised his j 
goblet to toast Isabella and express his joy tliat she was gracing their 

banquet 

A worried look came to Martin's usually cheerful face. "Oh," he 
insisted, "she really is too young." 
"Nonsense!" said Isabella, 'it is just that sbe's a little nun." 
"It would do her good to come down here with all of us," said one of i 
the banqueters. 

"Oh, no"— Martin hurried to settle the matter— "she's much too ' 
shy, and besides my i nolher would be very angry." 

At the mention of the Lady Ortolana, something like soberness fell 
upon the company, and presently one of the revellers suggested that 
maybe they were getting loo noisy and would wake up the I-idy Clara 
to say nothing of the Lady Ortolana; and they should go and serenade 
some of Iheir friends— perhaps their newly married friends in the tower 
of the Baldaione at the other end of the city. 'Hi is suggestion brought 
obvious relief to the young master of the household, but the king of 
the feast seemed so completely unaware of what was going on around 
him that several of his companions had to slap him on the back before 
lie would rouse himself and ask what it was. 

"Ah, you have lost sight of all of us, Francis," they cried, "in think- 
ing of that bride of yours." 

"Ah, yes, the bride!" said Francis, seeming to come back from a 
distance- And again lie raised his goblet, and all over the ball there was 
civ laughter and pledging of the unknown bride. 

"What dull moonshine!" said the Lady Isabella, tossing her dark 
curls. "Pledging somebody who doesn't exist when there arc all of us 
here!" 

But Francis seemed quite unaware of all the gay tumult as the bro- 
caded and velvet-clad young men pressed around him to thank him for 
the banquet, and to say that there was never such a king of the feast as 
Francis Bernardone. He allowed himself to be swept along in the gay 
laughing company until he reached the cool of the courtyard, and 
there again he leaned cm I he edge of the Roman sarcophagus and 
looked up a* the balcony. Somebody had lighted torches in the loggia 
above so that he could "sec «|«iite clearly that it was empty. Curiously 
enough, Francis was not thinking at all of the young Lady Clare, but 
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mI ilic mysterious figure in the veil. For it seemed to him a very good 
Vytllbol for the preoccupation of these claw. "Quite literally," he said to 
Ilium It', "I do not know the face of my bride. I know she is there, but 
iln nil is across her face." 

I \v turned to find Martin waiting beside htm with a rather worried 
look on his face. Shaking off at last his preoccupations, Francis took his 

and holding onto it, ran out after the men)' nibble already pouring 

down (he hill into the streets of the city. Some of the rcvc-llcis ahead 
• illi <t to them, and Martin dropped Francis' arm and ran on. They had 

G now into the square More the old cathedral, and the moon- 

li rlil was shining down on the carved doorway. He was a little tired, 
IhiI it was not weariness which overcame Francis and made him sit 
flown on the stone by the door. It was rather a strange contentment; it 
Ma something which he had known once before, and yet he could nol 
n.iiuc it. 

"It is like the face of my bride," he said to himself ruefully. And 
I hen lie remembered. This was the way he had felt when the voice 
Ipoke to him in his dream at Spoleto, and this was the way he felt 
when the next morning he told his companions that he was going back 
to Assist He bowed his head, and he tried to pray, but the only words 
thai he could find were words that seemed to well up from the depths 
within him, the words with which men kneel to receive the Sacrament 
Df the altar, "My Lord and my God." Yet his lips were quite still. He 
him il In*, head and saw how the moonlight was whitening the gray 
cobblestones of the square until they seemed to have a light of their 
Own, But deep within him those words kept repeating themselves 
over and Over, "My Lord and my God." It was all too spontaneous, 
even too involuntary, for praver; rather it was as if a prayer had taken 
|msscssion of liim. 

Sitting there in the moonlight, he seemed suddenly frozen, in- 
e.ipable of any motion, lie heard the merry cries of his comnidcs like 
a breeze brushing the distance, lie heard presently the jostling foot- 
steps. He caught the belling of the approaching laughter, but lie could 
not hear any of the words, nor could he make any motion of ac- 
knowledgment. It was quite as if some enchantment had taken posses- 
sion of him. Only when the laughing voices spilled over him, and his 
friends began to shake him, was lie even able to hear what they were 
saying. 

"Francis! Francis Bernardone! What are you doing sitting here in 
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ttic moonlight? Dreaming of that bride of yours?" At first the voices 
seemed to come to him from a great distance. And then he heard the 
voice of Leo, sharp with anxiety, "Francis! Is any tiling wrong?" 

It was as if from outside of himself tlLat he heard his own voice an- 
swer, "Yes, I am thinking of? my bride." 

There was a mar of laughter, and several of his comrades pulled him 
to his feet. For a moment he was afraid that the words that had filled 
all his consciousness might pass his lips. And then he saw with a 
sudden shock that there was no danger. Those words deep within 
him were nothing of his, nothing that he could ever give voice to. lie 
was stiff but not cold, and he laughed a little unsteadily and said, "Yes, 
that is it. I have been thinking of my bride." 

'Tell ns, Francis,*' the laughing voices rose around him. 

But he shook his head, smiling, and said, "Not yet. I do not even 
know her name." At that moment lie caught sight of the face of the 
young heir of the Offreducci in the guttering torches, and with surprise 
he noted th:it there seemed to be a look of relief on it. 

'The unknown bride!" rose again in a eha nt, and the gay rout swept 
past him, laughing and singing. Only Leo remained. 

"Arc you sure, Francis, that you arc quite all right?" 

Francis laughed. "Leo, little sheep that you are, of course I am all 
right. I never felt better, or happier in my life," he added. And then 
as the face of Leo, white in the moonlight, pressed upon him, Francis 
realized again that he could say nothing of the great sweetness within. 
So he took Leo's arm and tried to reassure him, "I shall he a great 
prince yet, Leo, and you shall be the first to share my kingdom." 



II: The Unknown Bride 



Hitherto it had not been difficult for Francis to satisfy his father. He 
bad thoroughly enjoyed the variety of fabrics in the well-stocked cloth 
diop, and he had never tired of the business of listening to the desires 
uf a customer, and then fitting the stuff to the man, and trying to 
persuade him that this was the best use of his money. Now, however, 
i ven the richest fabrics had ceased to excite him, and when he sought 
tu fit the eloth to the man, more and more he felt a vague dissatisfac- 
tion as if something more tlian a new gown were needed by this man, 
.11 id he began to wish that he could give him something more durable 
than this frail web. But of all this he said nothing to anyone except to 
his friend, Leo. 

Several times as Leo rode out to join him on his excursions into the 
ficltls or followed him up along the mountain roads, Franeis had tried 
In tell Leo something of this; "but he found that he could aiot put into 
winds what, after all, he understood so little himself. Sometimes 
I i.mcis thought that Leo had guessed at the turmoil in his mind, and 
I lien again he was not so sure. Once even, he suspected Leo of a 
hitherto undisclosed sense of humor. They had just emerged from a 
|witicular]y ruinous little church where field mice had made a nest in 
I lie comer of the sanctuary, and there was a dank tomb-like smell over 
everything even ou this pleasant day. As they emerged, blinking a little, 
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into the clover-sweet sunshine, Leo had smiled one of his rare smiles, 
'Thai is .in odd plate to be looking for a bride," 

For at moment Krancis gazed at his companion, this tall, handsome, 
silent youth, whose very steadiness and control made il so easy to take 
him for granted. Then as Francis hesitated, for the first time Leo closed 
in on him. "Why don't you talk to the Bishop?" 

"The Rishop?" There was no amusement in Francis' astonishment. 
'ITien as he ga/.ed at Leo, the young man reddened as if he were aware 
of this unwonted intrusion. "What would the Bishop know of all this?" 

"He was not always the Bishop," said Leo tamely, and they both 
laughed. But as they went down the mountain without saying 
more to each oilier, Francis thought almut Leo's suggestion. He 
known the Lord (Initio all his Itfc— the golden presence on the th 
on feast days in the old cathedral, and I he lxrmgii;mt, slightly abstrac> 
ted figurcat the high tabic at communal feists and noble weddings. I Ic 
had seen him once, too, dressed like a pooi country priest, going down 
a country lane, Men said thai lliis was liis most imposing appearance. 
The sight of that commonplace figure standing in the doorway of a 
neglected church, or appearing suddenly at a noisy feast in a country 
parsonago, was the most effective manifestation of episcopal rule in 
Unihria. Looking vague half the lime, looking innocent much of the 
rest of the I ime. Bishop Guido of Assist had yet an extraordinary habit 
of suddenly focussing on the person who was talking to him, and any- 
body who had ever felt the full force of those astonishingly cleat, blue 
eyes out of that gentle face never again underestimated the potenti- 
ality of the Bishop. 

'Uicre was nothing surprising in this when one came to think about 
it. Guido belonged to one of the most warlike of the noble families in 
the neighborhood of /Vssisi . The old men stilt spolce of what an ex- 
cellent swordsman lie had been until that night iii Perugia, which was 
one of the legends of the Unibriau countryside. It had been a raid 
like a hundred others, which I he Assisian nobles had carried on against 
some enemies outside the wills of Perugia. It was an old score of 
murder and! fire to settle Ixrtween Guido's family and the Baglioni, 
when one of the younger Rnglimii fEung himself on Cuido, and Guido 
remembered the young brother whom the Baglioni had killed on a 
similar raid a few years before. "I Ie would be at my side,, fighting now, 
had these murderers spared htm," he thought, and then as the young 
fighter looked up at him, his whole face ablaze with fury, it came to 
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< Illido that thus his brother must have looked into the face of his 

rderer, and the axe which he had poised above the youngster's head 

l« II .tt his side. But the boy thrust forward viciously with his dagger, 
ind it took all of Guido's strength to throttle him and throw him lo 
safety over the will. Only then did Guido look at his arm, stabbed 

10 that it was many a week before he rose from his bed. But when lie 
did, Guido without a word lo anyone, went off on a pilgrimage to 
Rome; and when he reamed he, who was the hcirof his father's house, 
was a priest. When, a little later, the Bishop off Assisi died, Guido made 
no Objection when his relatives sent messengers to Rome to urge that 
he l>c made bishop on the ground that he was of the worthiest birth. 
ISnl when Guido was made bishop, he told his family that his palace 
was I he house of the Bishop of Assisi, and his door would be open to all 
"I the people of Assisi with no hangerson of h is family barring the way. 
I'rescntly his family even began to take a curious kind of pride in the 
reputation which the Bishop's simplicity soon won him. "Who would 
think that out of such a nest of brigands would come one of the 
primitive apostles?" men said to each other. But the Bishop paid as 
hi tic attention to the panegyric of Iiis admirers as he had paid to the 
protests of his family, and went on his quite simple, primitive way. For 
|K.rhaps the first time in his life, Francis drew back, abashed at the 

1 1 lought of what the Bishop would think of the story he had to tell. 

"It is nothing to waste a Bishop's time with," said Francis at last. 
"Jf he should listen, all be would say, I am sure, is, 'Either many as 
your father bids you— or go up to the Benedictines on the mountain.' " 

Hut the Bishop was not so summary. Francis had already made up his 
mind that he would do nothing so foolish as to bother him. But in one 
of his wanderings Francis came upon Guido emerging from a lane 
l>efore he had time to turn aside. There was nothing for it, then, but 
to kneel down and ask the Bishop's blessing, which Guido gave in his 
usual somewhat absent-minded way. Relieved, Francis rose to his feet 
and waited for him to pass. But the old man looked at him with a 
strangely direct look out of those clear blue eyes of his. 

"What is this I hear of you?" 

"What of me should be worthy of your Lordship's cars?" 

"It is worthy of any man's attention," retorted the Bishop, 'Vhen 
one of you young blades takes to haunting country lanes with nothing 
but an old church at the end of them. At least it is quieter under my 
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windows in the middle of the night." And then at the look of em- 
barrassment on the young man's face, he smiled. "What is it now?" 

"Your I .oicMnp. I do not really know!" 

That; at least, is a becoming admission from a young man. What 
arc you doing to find out?" 

J'Yancis opened his hands, and the Bishop looked at him again. "You 
know, the schoolmaster at San Ciorgio used to say that he believed 
you had more brains tlian all the rest of them put together, though 
there was nothing in his curriculum thai could catch them." 

At the memory of his old schoolmaster's despair at finding that 
Francis had learned half a dozen French songs and not a single one of 
his Latin dcclcusions, Francis laughed. 

"It is no laughing matter," said the Bishop, "when good brains arc 
not used. There arc not so many of llicm lying around in this world, 
you know." 

Francis resisted I be impulse to ask the Bishop what he should do, 
for he had a feeling that it might lie something that he did not at all 
want lo do. But as he hesitated, to his astonishment the Bishop went 
on, "Have you thought of going to Rome?" 

To Rome, i uy Lord?" 

"Yes. Not thai there is so much wisdom in Rome, but I think there 
is something in a man's tearing himself loose from all his world and 
going where men have thought and felt for centuries about the things 
that arc must important." 

"But whom should 1 go to in Rome?" 

'Hie Bishop shrugged his shoulders, 'i don't know that I should go 
to anybody. I should go like any other pilgrim to* the tomb of Peter and 
kneel down there, where better men than you have knett before." 
Francis waited, but the Bishop, raising his hand in a casual blessing, 
had turned. 

At first Peter was insistent that, pilgrim or not, his son should go to 
Rome like a decent citizen's son. But finally lie yielded to Pica's re- 
minder that the one companion whom Francis wished to take with 
hirn, Leo, was certainly as sound and reliable a man 3S their acquaint- 
ance afforded. Only Peter still insisted tliat his most dependable serv- 
ant. Old Michael, should go with themj and this Pica agreed to. So to 
please her, Francis gave way. 



The Unknown Bride 35 

"lint you will need a purse for gifts at the holy places," Pica re- 
Bulnded her son. 

Peter laughed. "You will need a second purse (or a young man's 
Oxpenses in the Roman taverns. And mind you that you let Michael 
pick out your lodging for the night and not let thieves grab your hard- 
won silver. Whatever power there is in those holy places, precious 
liillc of it ever brushes off on those Roman scalawags who live alwut 
tficm all the time." 

"They have the holy places in their midst, and yet they behave like 
robbers," mused Francis. "How much better can you say of us, who 
have the faith of Christ and show so little fruit of it in our days?" 

"Look here," said Peter, "1 am not sending you to Rome to come 
kick a preacher." 

Francis laughed at the distress on his father's face. "Never fear," said 
he. "I did not take enough Latin away from school even to think of 
Uinga deacon." 

"There is no higher calling for a man," said the Lady Pica stoutly. 

"Sparc the Church by sparing me," her son laughed. 

But when he reached Rome, Francis was ashamed of the flippancy. 
Although he had never thought of being a priest, he had always had a 
rrnuine reverence for the calling. Now he was shocked at the scrubby 
s|>ccimens of humanity he saw running around the streets of Rome in 
< lerical dress. In Umbria Francis had seen poor and ragged and rough 
t Icrgy enough. But some of these furtive, shambling creatures whom 
Ik- saw in clerical dress did not look like priests at all, but very dubious 
;ulventurers. It certainly was not the company in which they appeared 
that gave them so ill an air, for Francis had all the countryman's 
horror of the first sight of the Roman populace. Perhaps it was the con- 
trast between the splendor of the appearance of Rome as he beheld her 
lust, coming in on a hill from the north, lying all saffron and rose and 
gold and white in the soft air below him. For a moment the splendor 
i if Rome seemed an actual thing, and even as he came closer, he was 
dazzled by the great baths shouldering up against the sky, and the 
triumphal arches above the tiled roofs, and the shining aqueducts 
Mowing in, seemingly, from every quarter of the earth. The first im- 
incssion that Francis had ever had of the Romans and their handiwork 
was the great arched bridge across the Tiber, the scene of the disastrous 
ilcfeat. As a boy Francis had gazed in awe at the high arches of the 
bridge, still so strong against the flood of the river. "They were made 
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by magic/' an older boy had told him once. But Francis thought they 
looked much too solid, too lucid against the sky, for magic. 

"They arc- Che work of giants," lie said. 

He remenibercd now that boyish verdict as he looked down upon 
Rome at his feet, and he turned with shining eyes to I.eo— "To think 
thai they have stood there all these centuries, and time has bad no 
more effect upon them than on the lulls about them!" 

But Leo, who had been to Rome before with his uncle, the Canon, 
only looked at him pityingly. And as they came down into the 
crowded highway and then through the half-decayed gate of the 
city, but recently patched with ill-cut stones which stuck out rawly 
from the ancient work, Francis understood. The great majesty of Roi ne 
was but a shell. Wherever the corner of a palace still stood, squalid 
humanity had made its verminous encampment. Even in the palace 
of the Caesars all soils of beggars and vagabonds bad nested like rats. 
Yet wherever a balustrade or a broken roof still protected the ancient 
wall, riue might see in the bright stone and glass of the mosaic mural 
the reminder of a mote ample and gracious life. Certainly there was no 
correspondence between I hose serenely robed figures standing erect, or 

sitting gracefully in marble chain, and these bedraggled creatures, 

shoving and squawking their way through the stinking alleys. 

As they came up to St. Peter's, tl ic press seemed to get— if anything— 
worse, for the cry had run through the pilgrims flocking from every 
direction thai Pope Innocent himself was coming into the basilica 
after the Solemn Mass. As the party from Assisi strove to hold onto 
each other in the throng, Francis tried to decide where before he had 
seen anything like ibis, lie had been to the great fairs in Provence and 
Champagne, where hucksters from all over the world jostled each 
other, lie had also been in a battle rout, and now it seemed to him that 
this was something between. Here it was not the strong, who rode 
down the weak; rather it was the brazen city dweller who thrust his 
scabbed arms and spindly legs into the ribs of the people who bad just 
come in from the country. Now Francis began to understand his 
father's caution against pickpockets. 

Nor could Francis see thai this horde was in any way abashed by the 
cool, grave, incense-misled interior of the great Cathedral. Here they 
jostled and snarled at each other as if they were in no presence more 
reverent than their own. Only the appearance of the first of the papal 
guards, thrusting their way down the aisle of Corinthian columns, pro- 
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iliicc'd any diminution of the uproar. Then the yelling and shouting 
vink to muttering and cursing under the breath. Hut even mote ap- 
|ullingthan the noise and the jostling was the slciichof Ihc vast crowd, 
luncis was accustomed to the smells of the count rv market, to manure 
■ hi the boots and human sweat, and the smell of wool tliat has been 
Haloed and dried again. But there was something dank and fetid and 
feverish about this stench, as if poverty had rotted for years innumer- 
able. 

Then, there was a shout over where the sun was filtering through the 
dnorway, and soon the shout became a roar. "The Pope! The Pope!'" 
I town the aisle between the guards came a procession of ecclesiastics; 

- leariy men of another stamp from the scrubby curates whom Fnmcis 
bad -seen running through the streets. With tlieir full stomachs billow- 
ing firmly under rich vestments they came down the aisle, looking; 
neither to right nor to left, as if they were drawn by invisible wires. 
\ml then, swaying slightly, came the litter, piled with still richer vest- 
ments, and above, the almost hidden face which startled Francis be- 
vi Did anything he had seen that astounding day. 

Afterward. Francis wondered what he had expected to sec. Surely 
iu>l the bearded fisherman of the mural at the old convent church of 
Nm Pictro, scrambling out of the boat with such faith and such fear 
in his bulging eyes. Francis had seen nothing like this head on any 
. hurch mural that he had ever conic across, but he had seen something 
like it as they came by the half-mined Forum, when they paused for a 
moment to look at a bust of Augustus Caesar, which someone had put 
it the top of a broken column. It seemed to Francis that this head, 
llone of all he had seen in Rome, looked as if the man to whom it 
Ulongcd might have had a hand in raising the splendor lying now in 
ruins about him. Now as Francis looked at Innocent, high on the 
wiving litter, he murmured to himself, 'The F.mperor of all the 
World." Someone must have heard him, for (here came a quick laugh 
beside him and a knowing voice said, "Not quite yet. There is still the 
German/* 

But Leo cried, "I lush!" For the Pope had risen from his seat and was 
blessing the crowd. tVoin the first word of the I,atiii benediction, it 

- hi icd to Francis that never before had he seen such power and such 
majesty. Then he realized that the Pope was no longer speaking, but 
Ire was looking down now on the crowd cheering and pressing against 
his guards, and as he looked down upon them, there came an extract- 
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dinary change in his expression. The longer one looked at Innocent, 
the more apparent became the shadows in the face, as if there were 
some care in the living man which had been erased from the marble 
countenance of the dead. Perhaps it was simpler lo lie Auguslus, 
Francis thought. For as the vast throng stretched out their hands 
toward the Pope with an inexpressible cry of supplication, there came 
into Ihe lofty calm of the face above them a vast yearning, as if the 
Pope had become aware of all the individuals pressing upon him, and 
Kid known that with his finite human attention he could nol begin to 
answer nil the particular pleadings. Most of the crowd could have 
seen very little of the Pope's countenance, but they must have fell Ihe 
force of the gesture of the bands flung out above them, for the voices 
softened, and it seemed to Francis that all over the vast interior the 
clangor died down lo something like a moan. Thai the liltcr had 
Swayed past, and the splendid ecclesiastics had vanished in its wake, 
and after ihem all the crowd seemed to stream on! at once. Only the 
pilgrims were left, pressing now to the tomb of the first pope. 

To Francis' surprise the people who remained seemed, for the most 
pari, well-dressed and prosperous. And then he saw that between the 
porphyry columns lsefore the high altar were several servants of the 
Cathedral, keeping the beggars away from the grating above the tomb. 
Francis pressed in with the others to kneel down and look over into the 
cave where lay the tomb of the poor fisherman to whom this troubled 
Augustus had succeeded. And he prayed that here at the vCry heart of 
Christendom, where so many better and wiser men than he had knelt, 
some light from divine wisdom might shine into his spirit. Then 
Francis, feeling astonishingly refreshed and renewed, as if some of the 
air from the niotmla ins around Assisi had blown into the heavy stench, 
stood and watched I he pilgrims come up to make their offerings at the 
shrine of Peter. There was a rain of silver striking upon stone, and 
Francis listened to Ihis musical tribute with delight. But slowly he 
became aware that thev were very tiny coins, indeed, that were falling 
on the marble pavement below; that even the richest in appearance 
of Iris fellow* pilgrims drew but a coin or two from the full bags at their 
girdles. 

"What misers wc arc!" Francis cried lo Leo, and taking his own 
purse, he tore the cords and with a great swing of his am* flung its 
contents in a ringing clatter upon the marble below. 
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AH around liiin cries of admiration arose: "It is a prince who gives so 
p intously! . . . It must be an envoy from llic Emperor."' 

As Francis drew hack, they all (ell away icsjwctfully, and the attend- 
ints bowed low to this generous giver. But Francis covered his face 
wiili shame and hurried out to the front of the Cathedral where, as he 
li td guessed, lie found the beggars waiting. He said lo Leo, "Give me 
your purse," and lie started distributing its contents. All around liim 
Minings rose, as the lame, and the halt, and the blind, and llie muti- 
l.i ted crowded to his feet. But an even grca ter distaste for h imself came 
OW Francis. "I am only purcliasing food for vanity, and that by giving 
I nllcs." 

I Ic turned to Old Michael and to Leo and bade them go to their 
lodging to wait for him. When they had gone, he picked out one of 
llic wrctchcdcst of the beggars, a shrunken wisp of a fellow, and, 
luxkoning him behind a pillar, he took off his robe and gave it to the 
m. hi for his rags. Then he went out onto the high flight of steps and 
look up his place among the beggars. As they drew away suspiciously 
Iichu this clcan-faccd newcomer in their midst, Francis stretched out 
In 1 , hands and began to beg. But to his astonishment, he heard bis own 
VDicc saying, "For the love of God, give a]ms," in French, the tongue 
Of the jongleurs whose songs he had teamed at his mother's knee. The 
old romantic glow filled him as he stretched out his hands, and he 
almost sang the words, moving his arms and his feet as if he were doing 
■ 'ine ritualistic dance- "For the love of God and St. Peter, give alms!" 

Fresh pilgrims coming to the steps of St. Peter's were so fascinated 
li\ that radiant little figure that seemed suddenly to turn all the world's 
misery to song that they unloosed their purses and flung their coins 
Into Francis' hands. The beggars standing by scrambled to snatch the 
Coins falling a round that little figure seemingly wrapped in ecstasy. Hut 
|8 (he silver rang on the marble, Francis came to himself, and with a 
lni.il gesture he flung his hands wide so that the coins rained upon 
the steps. Then he turned and ran down the steps t hrougli the crowd of 
pilgrims. And as he ran along in his rags, his heart sang: "I have found 
(lie answer. It is not enough, a rich man to give alms to the poor. It is 
Only rxior among the poor that one can really shaic God's love." And 
" lull was he of the happiness of this newfound assurance that he was 
• pule astonished when the porter at the inn to which he had sent Leo 
I nd Michael refused to let the beggar in. 

< )uly when Michael came out and thrust the porter aside and yanked 
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his master in off the street, did the porter give way. But to the old 
servant's indignant protests and Leo's wordless inquiry*, Francis gave 
no explanation. Only when they were on the road back lo Assisi did he 
tell I.co, "I have found out the name of my fcride. She is truly the fair- 
est and the most gracious of all, My Lady Povertv!" 



2 

Peter Bcrnardonc was so relieved at the return of his eldest son even 
in the most worn and travcl-staincd of his clothes that he paid no at- 
tention to Old Michael's stay of tlic lKgging at St. Peter's. Anyway, 
Peter was not the man lo waslc much time on what was past, for lie 
never had any very clear idea of what was not immediately before his 
eyes. So he only shrugged his shoulders, immimring, "Another one of 
Ins romantic nmuirnings!" and noted with relief that his son had 
settled hack into the routine of the shop. Only the Lady Pica noticed 
that as he mined about his tasks, humming a little to himself, it was no 
longer the love songs of her Provence th.il were on his lips but hymns 
and still more, little pious carols of the countryside. It was particularly 
wit h these last that, now and then, Francis would seem to forget him- 
self and raise his voice. It was a fresh and sweet voice, pouring forth 
artlessly like a bird's song, but it was not so good a voice as to dis- 
courage the people who came into the shop from joining in. Particularly 
the people from the country would listen for a moment; then delighted 
with the sound of something familiar in the strange town, the}* would 
join in, slowly at first, and then with mounting enthusiasm. Pica noted 
that as the other voices rose, Francis' fell, but no one seemed to notice 
Ihe difference. It was almost, she thought once or twice, as if he had 
been trying to get I hem singing. 

Pctct was puzzled at first, lie laughed, and then as the visitors stood 
around singing comfortably, lie reminded Ins son that this was m> road- 
side chapel but a shop for business. Yet he had lo admit that in the end 
the business was done, and men went out still humming cheerfully the 
tunes the)' had been singing, with their empty liaskcts under their 
amis, or with rolls of cloth, deluding on whether they had come to 
buy or sell. Sometimes one of Francis' line friends would stray into 
one of these little impromptu songfests and, flinging a silk-shea tlied 
leg over the couutci, would join in gaily, giving an indescribable air of 
festivity to the simple singing. Once or twice, one of these unsought 
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additions changed the song to a cheerful drinking song, and the whole 
company followed his lead. But Peter shook his head, and said it was 
Dot a tavern either that lie was keeping, and Fra:icis looked distressed 
and turned 60 the business at hand. 

I lis old friends still came into Hie store to buy goods, bol when they 
invited Francis to come to a feist, or to join in singing under 1 he caves 
of their newly married friends, Francis would thank them and say he 
was sorry he had another engagement. Then his friends would laugh 
.mil begin to tease him. What was this engagement? Was he going off 
to sing under the balcony of this wonderful lady of his? 

" r rhat is as good a description of it as anything." Francis would 
icsjMiid and then turn aside the inquirv with some cheerful teasing of 
his -own. 'Iliere was nothing in his service in the shop of which his 
Either could really complain, bul more and more, without Quaking 
■bout it, he begin to talk over the details of the business with Angelo 
and to discover thai Angelo, although he liad no special flair for service 
Bt the counter, had a very cool head when it came to casting up the 
day's accounts. 

"If that bit of thistle-down should float down the road some day," 
vuil Peter One day to Pica, "it is a comfort to know that we've got af 
least a good business man there in the shop." Pica looked so distressed 
.it the suggestion that her son might leave them that her husband 
reassured her (hat he was only jesting. Yet it was not all a jest, for I'eter 
had begun to note that Francis, even if he refused the invitations of 
his gay friends, was increasingly out of the shop. Me noticed, too, that 
1 he purse wi th which his son started off on these trips was usually much 
lighter on his return. And presently he noticed that where Francis liad 
gone out in a good though plain gown, more than once he had conic 
hick in rags. "'litis is no credit to the shop to see something like you 
coming into it at night. I lave you drunk awav your good Tobc? Or is it 
dicing you've taken to?" But in his heart Peter knew t hat it was neither 
of tttese. "He has turned his back on his decent friends," he complained 
to Pica; "he seems to have a mania for these licc-infcstcd beggars." 

Actually he was quite wrong. It had been hard for Francis, who had 
always had something of a small man's neatness about his person, to 
j;il used to dirt and lice. And even more profoundly it was hard for 
In tn to get used to the persons of his new companions. A thin and 
hungry or an ailing beggar Francis could love. But he shrank from the 
parade of sores, and still more he shrank from deformity, half-hidden. 
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There was an old hump-backed woman whom he seemed always to be 
running into in the by-ways of Assist these days. She was one of his 
earliest memories. He had been gazing, fascinated, al the hump and 
wondering if she took it off when she went to bed at night, when his 
nurse had chided him and had Said!, "Don't point at the deformities 
thai God has given people. If you can't keep from pointing, don't 
look." So as he had grown older and had begun to glimpse a little of 
the pain in the monstrosities that now and then crossed his path, 
Francis had taken refuge In that childhood counsel, "Don't look." Now 
it seemed to him that even' time he saw the old woman, she was 
challenging him to look, and to something more. She needed no alms 
of his, he knew, for he bad m;cii sonic of the fine cups she made out of 
clay, painting tbcai with exquisite designs, usually with girls on them 
as straight backed as the poplars thai stood about the bright waters of 
Clitummis, 

"You owe her nothing," said the voice of cool common sense after 
one of 1 hese chance encounters. But that slightly mucking face would 
mil leave him as he made ready for sleep, and in his dreams that 
niglil it seemed to him that wherever he tossed and turned, there was 
that fare, speaking to hint, "Yon pretend, I-'iancis llcrna rdone, to love 
the beggars as your brothers in Christ, but only when they arc whole 
and not loo offensive to your delicate eyes and your fastidious nose. 
You call yourself a Christian!" The misjjokcn taunt shook the echoing 
walls of his dreams. 

Not only did it seem to him that he was always running into this 
monstrous crcat urc, but he began to have a curious olwcssion. He began 
to wonder if perhaps his own straight and lithe back might not bend 
and hoop, and w li.it he feared to look upon he would bear himself in 
his own flesh. Again, reason said it WW nonsense, but he could not free 
himself of the obsession. 

But if the old woman teased his mind, there was one group of 
beggars that made his very flesh writhe. These were the lepers that he 
was always running into whenever he we nl beyond Ihe city walls. There 
was one road in particular which, as boys, he and his friends had been 
told they must never go down, ft was a turn of t he road that ran down 
into the plain, where a couple of miles below Hie city wall there was a 
house of horror. It had seemed to h'rancis when he first heard of San 
Lazzaro d'Arce that it must be some great rock from which monstrous 
slugs climbed into the sunshine, with a honor even in the glistening 
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surface of tlicir first appearance. But there was nothing shining about 
those dusty creatures with half-veiled faces, often enough, and always 
raucous voices as harsh as the wooden clappers with which they 
sounded their cry, "Unclean! Uncleanl" Francis grew cold whenever he 
flung the coins as far as he could and watched the heap of dust growl in 
the briars by the road. Once a group of boys had ran «>fl on a special 
Venture to look at the lazar house, and l-rancis taunted with Ihc cry of 
"Coward!" had gone with them. But before ever they reached the gray 
stone, the sickening smell of the house smote Francis, and he hung 
luck while his stronger-stomached comrades rushed that horrible 
fortress. To his astonishment they soon came tumbling back, pursued 
by the sticks and curses of the lepers, too frightened to notice that 
Francis had hung back. Ever since he liad been quicker than most men 
to toss the coin, but always with averted face and held nostrils. Now 
his delicacy rebuked him. "It is Christ from whom you turn your 
face," he said sternly, when on a little country- road he would meet a 
leper. But alwavs the old horror was too strong for him. Sometimes as 
In- awoke early in these troubled days to listen to the birds under the 
caves, lie thought to himself ruefully, "It is another bird singing in a 
Wood, and vosi are not the man to follow it where it leads. You will go 
as far as the poor and the sick, but you hang back at the deformed, and 
you turn your face from the outcast. You give your coin, which you 
would waste anvwav, but yourself you hold back." 

lie tried to recall those minutes of begging on the steps of St. Peter, 
and the freedom, and the fulness of joy that had possessed him. It was 
hoi just something in his mind, but it had gone like fire through his 
wliule being, so that he had been one man, body and spirit, in tunc 
■nth the will of Cod as Cod had meant man should be. But the light 
had gone from these dusty and worried days and gray and troubled 
nights. 

Often enough he saw on the faces of the servants in the shop and of 
old friends in the streets tliat question: "Francis, what do you think 
rou ;ire doing?" And he answered to himself that he knew not Even 

I he old jest of the search for t he unknown bride, which now and then 
bia friends flung at hiin, had lost its savor. lie could no longer pretend 
lo himself that he was any knight-errant on a high quest, but only a 

I I imp on a long and dusty road that had no turning. 

The turning came when he least expected it. He had gone down into 
I Ik: fields to Jhe southeast of Assisi with his friend Leo, who alone of 
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all his friends seemed content these days simply to go with him wher- 
ever be went. Now and then Francis thought he saw a question in the 
clear, grave eyes of Leo. No, that was not just, ft was rather, it seemed 
to him, a look of waiting, but as always with Leo, a patient waiting. 

Now todav, having said their prayers before a ruined shrine along the 
way, they had walked on a little down the road without any word to 
each other. Suddenly there came ai harsh rattle of wood ami a hoarse 
cry. There in the road before them stood the familiar gray horror. Leo 
stopped, but the first cold shock had turned to fire in Francis. While 
the leper waited for the safely flung corn, Francis ran toward him with 
outstretched arms, and as the leper in his turn shrank back a little, 
Francis (lung himself upon hum and seized the still groping hand and 
covered il wit h kisses. Then he kissed the swollen mouth of the leper 
and begged him to forgive him. Fora moment the leper stood still as if 
transfixed, and then he was gone. Francis looked ;ibonl biro, but the 
road was duply, lie felt no surprise, no wonder. Only now the fire 
had turned h> a grc-.il sweetness, and it seemed to him that all his being 
was full of unheard music. It was (he same ecstasy thai had filled him 
on the steps of Si. Peter's, only this seemed to him even sweeter and 
fuller. 

I le hea rd a cry of surprise from Leo and his feet running bchin d him, 
but he amid not have waited if he would. For now he knew what be 
must do. It seemed to him that he no longer walked or ran, but flew 
on feet lighl as air down to the leper hospital. This time it seemed to 
him thai there was only the sweetness of the summer air about him as 
he found the door of the low, gray stone building, and inside it seemed 
to him that it was refreshingly cool. Only a cry rose from all the 
shadows, "Unclean! Unclean!" 

But Francis answered joyously, "May God give you peace, my 
brothers." And with t he light from the doorway finding out the first of 
the forms shrinking on the low benches, he put a coin into the man's 
hand and kissed him on the lips. When he thought about it afterward, 
he realized tliat on a bright day like this only the oldest and the most 
decayed would have remained behind in the vermin-infested straw and 
the dank gloom of the leper hospital, But now as he gave each man a 
coin and embraced and kissed him, all he could see or smell or taste 
was the sweetness thai filial his being. "May God give yon peace, my 
brother," he repeated over and over again. When he had embraced 
the last of the lepers, and all were sitting there in astonishment waiting 
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(or (liey did not know what, Francis turned and knelt down in the 
straw opposite the doorway and raised his hands to give thanks. But the 
only words that would come to him again were I he simplest of all 
words, the words of Thomas, "My Lord, and my God." These words 
lie said over and over again, until he heard a rustic of feet in the street, 
and then he arose and took his leave, promising dial lie would come 
again. When he emerged from the leper hospital and stood in the 
road, it seemed to him that the sweetness within him overflowed and 
i asl a radiance upon all the dusty road and the graying shrubs and 
briars beside it, and the mulberry trees beyond. He turned to hurry 
Kick up the road to Assisi, for now it was all clear to him. 

So clear was it that he was astonished to look back and find Leo in 
I he midd 1c of the road, standing frozen, white with wonder. It was only 
a little distance between them of dusty gray road, but for a moment it 
seemed to Francis an impassable gulf. How should he cast this warmth 
nf his on the cold feat in his friend's face? 

"I have looked everywhere," said Leo, finally taking courage from 
llie light in his friend's face. "There is no leper. It was Christ!" 

Francis laughed at him, "Christ is here/' he said, flinging his arms 
wide. And then at the wonder that broke on the face of Leo, he went 
up and flung his arms around him, and seizing his friend's cold hands, 
lie covered them with kisses. 

As Francis had so often whimsically complained, Leo was half again 
liis size in every way, but now as Francis thnist his arm through Leo's, 
it seemed as if that touch had power to make It a also float along with 
him. Only when they reached the gates oF Assisi, did they pause. 
Krancis looked at his friend and at the unspoken question in his eyes. 

Leo shook his Iiead. "Do not fear. If I tried to tell what I have seen, 
I could not find tbe words for it." 

Then Francis broke into song, "Oh, Maker of all things, the whole 
creation praises Thy glory with the beauty which Thou lust made, and 
hast given to all things as the very nature of their being." 

That night Francis dreamed that he stood on the crest of Monte 
Subasio at the topmost point of the mined castle, and that all around 
on the slopes of the hills were gathered all the people of Uinliria, and 
they all stood there, shining in the sunshine, straight and sweet and 
fair, as if Ihey had come fresh from the hand of God. The next morn- 
ing he arose early, and he went down the road toward San Lazzaro, 
and on the way he met a farmer coming in with a load of fresh straw 
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from his fields. Me bought the load of straw, and bidding the fanner 
conic at noon fox his ox and his cart, he drove Ihe straw down to the 
leper hospital himself. When they arrived, he hade the lepers go out 
Into the sun, and lie cleaned out the stinking filth and piled it in the 
road and set fire to it. Then he brought water from the stream near by 
and washed out the whole hospital. When it was dry, he brought in the 
fresh sweet straw and strewed it on the floor, and then lie drove the 
cart back to the place where he had met it. The farmer was cursing 
because he had been kept waiting all the afternoon, but when Francis 
gave him all the money he had left, the curses changed to "blessing, and 
the farmer drove off. Only then did Francis remember that here he 
was standing where lie had met the leper the day before, and he knell 
down hi the dust of I he road :md kissed the ground where he had stood. 



In the first days of Iris new way of life, Francis used often to go to 

the Benedictine abbey high on Hie slopes of Mouie Subasio below the 

ruined castle. I lerc he hived to look over a low parapet of stone which 
the brethren ha<l built and fancy that he was in that high place to 
which Satan had taken Christ and that at his feet lay Ihe kingdoms of 
the world. Quite literally as he looked over Assist toward Perugia, he 
saw land ami wood and water enough to furnish forth a kingdom, lie 
liked, loo. to talk with tlic Abliol Simon, who oflen came out lo lean 
over the parapet with him in companion:! bit- silence. I hit of late he had 
■begun lo wonder if the Abbot were not asking himself when he would 
end all Ibis indecision of his, and Francis Mill did not know haw to 
answer the little hints that the Abbot ventured (nun time to time. 

Francis loved the great inccnsc-swcct space and quiet of the bare 
church, and the spacious Dace of iliis view over the country. It was 
certainly no fear of luxury that kept liini from joining Ihe Benedictines, 
for their life was obviouslv plain and laborious. It was the work of their 
hands and the sweetness of their voices raised in the never-ending 
round of offices that gave whatever adornment there was here on the 
bare hillside. Rather it was the very order of their days that frightened 
him . Only slowly was lie freeing liimsclf from the entanglements of hi s 
past life, and he did not want to go lioni one cage into another, how- 
ever gracious. Francis knew from Ihe monks who came now and then 
to ask some question of the Abbot that all this seemingly effortless 
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<|iik'1, broken only now and then by a cowled figure moving slowly but 
'.iciidily toward some clearly determined goal, was the fruit of a plan- 
um;; that never gave over. For that he had, himself, he knew, no talent. 
His gift was for the moment's improvisation, lie would have had a 
hard time falling into step with that measured pace as the coiled line of 
brethren, wound time after time into the chapel. "1 should make tliem 
.ill lose step," he thought one day, as lie watched that slow, apparently 
impromptu but perfectly measured procession into the chapel for 
Vespers. 

So with regret he turned aside from that mountain path, and more 
.iiid more often he went out on the lower spurs of the mountain, seek- 
ing for caves and grottoes. Some were natural little pockets, hollowed 
out of the volcanic hillside by the winter winds and storms. Some were 
obviously the cellars of great houses, the villas which the schoolmaster 
had told them the Romans had built in this region. One or two were 
obviously tombs of the Etruscans. 

"They are devils," saitl Leo one day when they found, lifting up a 
torch, a couple of sculptured heads in the comers. 

"No," said Francis gently, "they are our forefathers. They can but 
rejoice to think that we have seen the day they could not stay for, and 
have come into a light of which they could only dream in their dark- 
ness." lie made Leo kneel down and pray that in whatever dim land 
they sojourned, God might have compassion on the souls of all those 
who had lived among these hills before His Gospel had been preached 
in them. Rul more and more he came to turn his steps to the southeast 
of the city, lo the ruined shrine of San Damiano. Here through a fringe 
of poplars he might look out across a view less spacious only than that 
from the mountain top. Mere he loved to watch the liturgy of the 

Seasons unfold in the moving clouds and the changing light, with fresh 
beauty upon bea uty bearing witness to the endless inventiveness of the 
Creator. On this beauty there was no shadow of man's wavering, no 
.stain of his corruption. 

And then behind was the old church, its yellowish gray seeming to 
crumble before his eyes into the mold of the hillside. Some said that it 
was sheer age, that the shrine went back even to the days of San Rufino, 
who had brought Christianity to Assisi and been thrown into the river 
for liis pains. Others said that it was the madness of destruction which 
the enemies of the family whose half-deslroyed tower was to he seen 
down lower on the hillside, unable to bring down the fortress, had 
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vented on flic little church which hid their enemies' dead. It seemed 
no) In have occurred to anyone to slay thai decay, and least of all to the 
old priest, Nicholas, who on fine days migh I be .seen sitting dozing on a 
broken column wilh Ins hack comfortably against the stone of the 
church wall. He was a very old man, who lived alone in a little shack 
leaning against the church wall, and obviously the alms of the not too 
frequent passers-by did not give him enough to cat to restore his fail- 
ing energy. Sometimes Francis thought that the old man and the front 
of the church might slide down quietly together into the dust, and 
there would be nobody to pick, up either. 

He thought of this again as he rounded the road to San Damiano 
one day late in March. The wiiolc mountainside seemed to whisper of 
running water, wlulc the plain below, washed clean by the late winter 
rains, was as soft a blue as the sky above. So pcifect, so complete seemed 
tikO pristine freshness of the day, that l'*rancis was astonished to observe 
presently that he was not alone, that a lit lie way hcvnnd, leaning against 

a broken wall, was another, num. As Francis guzed at him, the man 

looked up and tame over to join him at Ins fragment of ancient wall. 
At first sight of the man's absorption in the landscape before him, 
I'VaiK is had I bought that this was some early spring pilgrim, but now 
lie saw that he was wearing a merchant's costume with the long tunic 
well girdled with leather, and a leather pouch and high leather shoes 
such as lie had often seen at the fairs in Provence. Perhaps a cloth 
merchant, Francis thought wryly. 

"God give thee light, brother," said the merchant, leaning against 
the wall. It was not a greeting wilh which Francis was familiar, and it 
was given wit h such a settled melancholy that l'Vancis looked at him in 
astonishment, Bui he answered with grave courtesy, "May Cod give 
you peace, hint her." 

"If only more of those poor wretches burrowing down there would 
come up here with us." 

It was hard to think of the few figures visible in the plain below, 
now and then appearing along the glistening paths between the 
fields, in so gloomy a spirit. So Francis wailed. 

"Rut they who serve I he Evil One cannot look beyond the pigsties 
of which thev are so proud. Where," said I he man, flinging out a strong 
brown arm, "are those shepherds who should rouse them?" 

"I Jo has his cattle mixed/' thought Francis and was ashamed of the 
flippancy of his thought. 
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"Like that sleeper there," the stranger went on, pointing to the old 
ptMSt who had taken advantage of the first bright day to take up his 
post by the church, "sleeping when he should be .sounding the alarm!*' 

"He's a very old man," said Francis hastily. 

"Olduulothandsin!" 

"No. He's really quite harmless." 

"Harmless!" There was a world of contempt in the merchant's voice. 
"The wliole Christian world sliding into the maw of the Great Evil, 
and those who have sworn to save their brother's souls sleeping in the 
Minshine." 

"I Ic is one of the Patarins," said Francis to himself, "and 1 am too 
ignorant of all the stones of doctrine which the heretics hurl at each 
cither to argue with him." So he moved away, back from the wall. 

"Where are you going?" asked the merchant. 

"To lay all this where it belongs, at the feet of God in His sanctuary." 

"They arc the worst dens of iniquity of all!" The merchant flung Ins 
ana out as if with a gesture he might brush off the crumbling church, 
"'['he physical decay is but the tiny, topmost tip of the moral decay that 
goes deep down into the wry earth on which the churches aic built." 

"Nevertheless," said Francis genth/, "this is the house of God, and 
however crumbling, its stones have been touched by His presence." 

"Do you think," said the merchant sharply, "thai God is present 
when the Bread is offered bv hands like his?" 

"Even so," said Francis, and leaving the merchant staring after him, 
lie went into the church. Stepping down a couple of steps into what 
remained of the tiny nave. It was dank and wet-smelling enough here 
after the winter rains, but a little sunlight came through a broken 
window, and it fell upon the ancient cross hanging over the crumbling 
altar. The old priest had said once that it must have come from Con- 
stantinople, for it was in the Byzantine fashion, and that was wliy in 
thai head turned slighlly lo one side there was both such great palienee 
and such great sadness. The merchant had followed Francis, and now 
he stood in the doorway and raised his voice to shout at him, "Come 
out into the light, you foul! You have the sun and the mountains and 
the skies which God has made. Whv grovel in this dust of man's super- 
stition and his fear?" 

"I am a man," said Francis, "and it is a Man here who speaks lo me. 
If you cannot listen, then go your way in peace." lie waited for a 
moment, and when he looked up, there was no shadow in the doorway. 
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"God forgive iny simplicity/' lie said presently, "that I was not wiser 
to bring him in, too." He knelt down in front of the old crucifix, and 
as the excitement in his heart stilled, again he thought he heard a voice 
speaking deep within his being. And it seemed lo him that it was llic 
same voice which he lad heard at Spolcto, and which lie had heard in 
Rome, "Francis! Rebuild my church!" Kneeling there on the cracked 
pavement, lie raised his eyes to the sad old face, and he gave liis pledge 
(hat he would at once set about the restoration of San I3amia.no. 

Whcn Ik went onl into the sunshine again, he met Brother Leo, 
who had just come down the road from Assisi. Tins time Francis found 
that he could tell him of the Voice and what the Voice had said. 

Soberly, Leo listened* and then he asked, "Are you sure that that was 

meant literally?" 

"How else should il fee meant? This church is where He spoke, and 
you can sec with your own eyes Ih.il it needs to be rebuilt if it is to be 
saved." 

"1 shall not argue with you on thai," said Leo .smiling at last, "but 
you arc sure that is all?" 

"Is f bat not enough for lodav? Come with inc." 

"Wlnit arc you going to do now?" 

"There is cloth in my father's shop," said Francis. "Help me load a 
horse, and I will lake it over to Fuligno to the market there." 

"Are you sure your hither will approve?" 

But Francis look his arm. "One greater than my father has spoken/' 
he said. 

Francis knew that his father was away at the cloth market at Spolcto, 
and his brother Angclo had gone with him. Now the servants made no 
protest, bu t helped bira load his. horse w ilh some of the rolls of brocade 
and of gold-threaded silk. Leo had business of his own; so with an 
anxious look he hade Francis godspeed, and Francis, with bis loaded 
pack-saddle, set out for the hills. As he went, lie sang to himself a 
French song, the song of a knight going out on an adventure on a 
spring morning, and the burden of the song was that though the knight 
knew not where he was going nor what the end of at all might be, his 
loed had sent him on this quest, and whatever happened lo him could 
not really be disastrous so long as he kept faith. 

By the time he reached Foligno, Francis was so happy over the fact 
that now he had been given a dear quest from his Lord that he sold 



The Unknown Bride 51 

not "iily his clolh but the horse, too. Stuffing his purse with silver and 
i;i)kl coins, he started to walk back to San Damiann. 

I ' ■:! now it seemed, as it had on the day when lie went down to the 
leper hospital of San Lazzaro, that his feet had been given wings so tliat 
liny scarcely touched the muddy earth. And full of the pride of the 
knight who has accomplished his lord's cpicsl, lie even s;;iiig a little 
Ik iieh song of the triumphant knight coming back from battle, which 
lit li.ul heard his mother sing when he was a child. l'"or the whole way 
l»' ktrpt on singing in a low voice to himself. Only when he was alone 
Dow and then in a wood of ilex or of hemlock did he at low his voice to 
it-!-, and then it seemed to him as if the whole creation were echoing 
Ins Iriumph.But not once did he think of his father. 

'Mic evening had come when he reached Sun Damiano again, and 
llic old priest. Father Nicholas, had gone into his shack, and over a 
> liarcoal brazier by the guttering light of a single candle he was stirring 

■ little mush foT his evening meal. Then he took the candle, shielding 
tt against the still sharp wind, and went into the old church, As he set 
bis candle on the altar, Francis called to him from the doorway so as 
in 'i tr> frighten him and came down and flung himself upon his knees 
ii i' I put the knotted leathern purse futl of silver and gol d into his hand. 
Phc old priest had greeted Francis with absent- minded surprise, but 
When he saw the glint of the gold and the silver in (he candlelight, 
tliirc was no mistaking his shock and his fear. Now (here was nothing 
\ igue in the clear voice with which he challenged Francis, "Where did 
iDu get that money?" 

"It is not stolen," laughed Francis. "I took some cloth from my 
l ilhcr's shop, and I sold it in the cloth market at Foligno. It was a good 

■ I i'. s marketing. Take it, Father, to rebuild the church." 

"But it belongs to your father," said the old priest stubbornly. 

"I Ic has given me many times this for all the follies of my youth," 
uid Francis, "and this for the service of God lie can hardly deny me." 

Kut the priest, knotting the purse again, forced it back into Francis' 
kinds. "He will tell the Bishop I have stolen it." 

I'rancis took the purse and contemptuously flung it into a corner of 
|hc sanctuary, and. as he saw the anxiety with which the old roan's eyes 
|t il lowed the bag into the dark, the face of his father came before him 
irnn. "lie is not such a fool as the Paiarin thought," said Francis rue- 
hilly. Then he turned to the priest. "I am hungry, Father. Let mc stay 
with you tonight." 
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Relieved at Francis' seeming acquiescence, ilic old priest gave what 
was left of the bowl of gruel to the hungry young man and made a bed 
for him in the straw in a corner of his hut. As Francis fell asleep in the 
stale, cramped little room, he thought: wistfully of the sweet-smelling 
matlress in his spacious bedchamber at home, and then he wondered 
remotely what his father would do when he heard. 

In the morning, after an uncomfortable night's sleep, Francis awoke 
to a world out of which the light had faded . There was no music in his 
heart not any song upon his lips. With scarcely a word the old priest 
went into the church and spread a strip of tattered linen upon the altar 
and, willi Francis to nuke I he responses, said Mass. Then he went over 
and picked up the purse, and licforc Francis could ask him what he was 

doing, he went up the n>;nl to Assisi. lint Francis did not have to wait 

for the old priest's return to know of Ins father's wrath, for by noon Old 
Michael had conic down the hill to warn Francis that his father had 
worn 1 1 1 .1 1 if he could lay hands upon tin! madman he would chain 
him in the cellar beneath the shop until he came to his senses. As the 
old man talked, it seemed lo E''raucis that a great chasm opened at his 
feet, and however stonily lie looked across it, lie could not set the other 
side or make out anything bill the Ihuiidcr <>f his father's wrath across 
that deepening abyss. So when Ilic oUl priest cainc luck, dusting his 
hands with relief, Francis begged liiin lor refuge. 

"I think you had better slay here," Nicholas said dryly. And so 
Francis had scl iiImiiiI cleaning up the old church, chinking up the 
cracks wild mud, and pulling back stones thai had fallen. It was mere 
puttering compared with what he had dreamed of doing, but it gave 
him time to collect his scattered wits. Now and then as he worked, he 
would look up at the figure hanging aUive I he altar, but no voice spoke 
within him. Suddenly Francis thought. "How like children we are, 
tugging at our mot Iter's skirts, thinking only of our need and never of 

the weariness that may lie behind the glance thai rules our days." He 

thought of the great Innocent in Home aikd how Ins eyes had seemed 
to grope above the heads of the praying throng, and then he began to 
think of Christ, and of all Ilic centuries that had gone by since His 
Passion. Then lie went on to think of tlie suffering of the human 
garment in which divine wisdom had garbed itself, and he wondered if 
the foreknowledge of all the myriads for whom tins sacrifice would be 
in vain had not deepened the pain of that more than human suffering. 
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"I have thought too little of all this," he said one day. kneeling down 
,ind looking up at the sad old face. "I have thought too little of any- 
thing," he added presently, and for the first time in his life, desiring 
I hat lie might cuter into the mystery of that Passion, he knew that he 
w as unworthy so much as even to think of it. 

Other visitors came, too. And of these tlic first was Leo, who, charac- 
teristically, said little hut (hat all of Assisi talked of the wrath of Peter 
Hcnurdoiic. 

"And what do thev say of h is son?" 

I«o would not answer that question, however Francis pressed him. 
Hut the younger Bcruardouc was not long left in doubt, for a couple 
of weeks after he had been hiding out at San Pamiano, his brother 
Angelo cninc up to sec him, and he lost no lime in telling his brother 
roundly that the common opinion was that the elder son of Peter 
Heniardonc had been driven mad at List by his fantasies. Indeed, there 
were not even wanting those who said that old Peter was right when he 
swore that the fool was possessed. 

"And you?" asked Francis coldly. 

"There is no hope," said Angelo, "if you can even aslc that question." 
And he turned and went back. 

Francis asked the priest of San Damianoif lie thought he were mad, 
.1 Tid the old man smiled and said that in a long life he had seen a great 
many kinds of folly, and it did not seem to him that Francis was more 
mad than many another. Hut when he asked him what he should do 
about his father, Nicholas shut his eyes. "J It- is your father"— and that 
was all he would say. 

"It is all he can say," said Leo when he next came up with a little 
present of food from the I-idy Pica for her son. "After all, it will go 
hard with him if your father tells the Bishop that he is encouraging 
your rebellion against his authority." 

"What will mv father do if I come back? Have you thought of that?" 
asked Francis. 

"Yes," said Leo. "He has sworn that he will chain you up like a mad 
clog." 

"I don't know about the mad dog part of it," said Francis, standing 
outside the church with Leo and looking up tlic road to the city. "But 
tear of him has chained me here as firmly as any iron could do. Kvcn the 
lepers shrink away when I come down to see them." 
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"It is odd that men should think cleaning out a leper hospital saner 
than rebuilding a church," mused Leo. 

But l-'rancis did not hear him. Skulking in a ruined church was no 
way for a knight to be serving his lord, and if he could nut face His 
father, whom should he face in this world that lie had thought to take 
by storm? So when he had been there for some weeks, Francis took 
leave oE the old priest Nicholas and with the promise of his prayers 
went back to Assisi. Characteristically he had thought of nobody but 
his father as he started out. But the first pair of boys he met out looking 
For birds' nests along the road reminded him of what he faced. They 
took one look at him, and then screaming, "The madman of San 
Daniiano!" they took to their heels. 

Francis ouly strode Ihc faster. There was nothing winged about this 
return. It W9S oii stony enough ground thai he I rod, and it wis resolu- 
tion alone thai froze his face and kept his eyes straight on the wag 
ahead so that only from time to lime did he bear shocked cries of 
alarm, or bursts of laughter, or, once, the slurp cut of a stone. By the 
time he reached the quarter of his father's shop a veritable mob had 
gathered at his heels, and everywhere over his head shutters were 
rattling, and all Assisi seemed to be coming out on its balconies. But 
when they reached the door of his father's shop, they all fell back so 
that he stood alone in the doorway. 

Peter BernarrJone was busy with a customer, measuring out a scarlet 

doth as bright as the brocade that he had given for his son's crusading. 
Then as the whole shop quieted, Peter looked up. He stood transfixed 
as he contemplated the gray, dusty litllc figure standing in the doorway. 
Francis stretched out bis bands, hut his father came around the 
counter with a shout and fell upon him, beating Inns with tightly 
clenched fists. I h Was not much taller than bis son, but he had always 
been broad and stocky like Ihc Umbrian peasant he was. Now he flung 
himself upon the frail figure of his son as if he would beat the center of 

his disappointmeiii oui of existence. Francis stood without moving. 

He made no protest cither, when his father dragged him down into the 
cellar and, calling a couple of Ins servants to him, tied him up with a 
chain and stapled the chain around one of Ihc supporting wooden 
pillars. It was dark, and there was Ihc sound of water dripping, and 
the stench of old stone rotting and straw falling into slime. As Francis 
fell to Ins knees and tried to biing his manacled hands together, he 
thought, "Tins is what I prayed for/* 
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4 

In llic middle of the night when the distracted household had at 
iii quktcd, the Lady Fica came down into the cellar, as Francis had 
Uiuwn she would. The maid carrying the lighted taper for her brought 
I im ill and meat and fresh linen, but she h-crscif carried the ointment 
Mi.i wine. As shq washed away the grime and blood, she iiiuroiuicd 

■ " 'thing words as if lo a child. And when she saw that Hie hurt was 
i»i worse, she began (o hum a little tunc to herself. Characteristically, 

In said nothing of the source of her son's trouble and nothing of the 
division with his father. As she sat thereon the floor, watching licr son 
■ il . il wis ilS if there wCrC nobody cisc in the world but those two in 
I he little halo of candlelight. 

And then Francis saw that waiting look in her eyes, that look with 
which ho had become so familiar of late in the eyes of Leo, and he 
%)■ rugged his shoulders, and taking her liand in his, lie said simplv, "If I 
COuld tell you. Mother, I would; but I simply do not know what to 

M\." 

Then the Lady Pica rose and kissed her son and bade him sleep as if 
be were a child who had overplayed himself, and in the morning all 
things would he right again. 

But in the morning Peter Bcmardonc came down to see what a 
night would have done to his mad son, and Ending it all tidy about 
him, and the mad son kneeling praying, Peter Bcmardonc stumbled 
up the stairs in his wrath and went to find the Lady Pica, quietly sorting 
I m luii with her maid. 

"No wonder my son scoffs at my authority when my wife has no 
respect!" 

"I would not have left a dog un tended in that dungeon of yours/' 

She drew herself up to her still slim height. And as Peter began to 

Morm about being master in his own house, she coolly reminded him 
that only he who could master himself could hope to claim the respect 
of others. As his face whitened with anger, she turned calmly back to 
her work, and the unanswerable defiance sent Peter stumbling sputter- 
ing to the door. At first he found some relief in cursing his lot and call- 
ing down the wrath of heaven on all ungrateful sons and fools of wives 
who put romantic nonsense into their heads. But when toward noon 
lie suddenly noticed that the shop was filled with open mouths and 
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bulging eyes, lie flung a bolt of cloth at them, shouting, "Go to hell, 

the pack of youl" 

It was at that moment that the Lady Pica came in to remind him 
th.it he had an engagement now of some weeks' standing to go over and 
look at a bam full of prize fleeces beyond Foligno. 

"i-oligno!" he snorted, but he went and made ready just the same. 

That evening when there was no possibility of any absent-minded 
ret urn, and the darkness was falling over a curious world, the Lady Pica 
went down to the cellar and released her son. 

"I suppose you don't want a liorsc," she said. 

"No." 

"Then," said she, "here is a basket of bread and wine. And you may 
tell the old priest I liif I he linen is of my weaving, and he may wear it 
without fear." And she biased 1 mill 

"I am still at the end of my fathers chain," said Francis to himself as 
he walked slowly through the city streets. lint the night air was cool 
and sweet. "Il \\ a longer rope, anyway," he slid to himself, and he 
huiried lief ore any late revellers shmild disc-over the madman. 

It was well thai Francis was taking the way down the hill to San 
Daininiio, for that night there was not much sympathy for him in 
Assisi. The solid merchants of the town shook their heads over their 
night draughts, "A thief for a son! A poor cud of all Peter's boastings." 
This was what came of marrying above one's class, and romantic 
dreams were a poor substitute for grandchildren creeping under the 
counter. But in some of the high towers Francis' old friends laughed 
over a heavier draught. "What mudheads these merchants are!" said 
the young heir of l lie OITrcducei. ""Hie brightest spirit in Assisi, mad 
or sane, and nothing better to do witli him than chain him in his 
cellar!" Only 1-co knelt willi hot eyes, looking at an old crucifix in the 
family chapel. 1 lis father was dead and his inolher, too, and his uncle 
the Canon always dismissed him with a little sermon on the tempta- 
tions of youth. And the Lady Clare, too, who had heard of Francis* 
madness from her brother, knelt Ix'forc a picture of Our Lady and 
weeping bade her have mercy on all of them. So Assisi laughed or wept 
or mused over Francis that night as he Lmclgcd thoughtfully down the 
road to San Dainiano. 

Only in a little room in the licnedictinc abbey high on the western 
slopes of Monte Subasio was anything like a calm consideration of the 
day's happenings attempted. There in Ihc Abbot Simon's lodging, 
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( luido, the Bishop of Assisi, was having a little late supper with the 
Vliltul.andan old friend of the latter, Ugoliiwdcl Conti, the Cardinal 
dl ( Klia, who had come for a couple of days of rest lnrforc he should 
ICpOrl to the Pope on Ins last mission to Germany. After the great 
I . lies he saw no way of solving, it was restful to Ihc gceat diplomat to 
toy for a moment with this village tempest in a teapot. Such a fuss 
Over a mad son stashed in Ins father's cellar! 

"He really isn't mad," said (he Abbol, a lall man with a kind of 
hoarfrost freshness about him and an easy firmness in mouth and ges- 
ture. 

"No, (here is nothing that you, mv lx>rd Abbot, could not soon put 
right up here." Bishop Guido was obviously blaming himself for this 
disorder in his vineyaid, and with his simple practicality he had spent 
the day alternately praying and dying to think of some solution for 
vi hat was growing into a scandal. 

"Well, then, that is settled," said the Cardinal of Ostia lightly, the 
<l. Iiaite shadows on his face blurring a little with amusement. "If only 
one could send the Emperor to a Benedictine monastery!" 

But his friend the Abbot seemed less sure. "1 rcillv don't know," he 
laid holding up the clear glass between his fingers to look at the pale 
golden wine of the abbey, gleaming in the candlelight. 'Hie brothers 
who attended his tabic sometimes laughed that lli.it was all (he good 
Ik ever got of the wine they poured into his cup for supper. Then he 
lemcmbered his duly as a host. ''Your glass is empty, my lord." 

"No more," said the Cardinal, putting his hand with its heavy ring 
I'icr the top of the glass. "My head is fuzzy enough already." It was 
Ins profession to make the wise laugh and then snap back their minds 
to Ihe business at hand; so now when the laughter quieted, he asked, 
" What makes you so doubtful of your prospects with this young man?" 

"It's just," said the Abbot thoughtfully, "that I don't Ihink he bc- 
li nigs here." 

"'Hie Benedictine Order is losing its grip," smiled the Cardinal, "if 
it admits (here is any man whom it cannot save." 

"It isn't a matter of saving; it's rather a matter of not spoiling. There 
IS i fiie in that young man." 

"Hut fires banked—" began the Cardinal of Ostia. 

"It is not tliat," said the Abbot. "What I am afraid of is putting it 
"lit." 
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The Bishop stared open-mouthed . hut the Cardinal of Ostia nodded. 
"Would to God more abbots remembered tliat." 

"But lie does need guidance and direction," said the Bishop firmly. 
"lie's all imagination and impulse. There's nothing wrong with im- 
agination— for a young man," the Bishop qualified his admission, and 
added justly, "and the impulses are all generous." 

"He lacks direction, then," said Che Cardinal. 

"No," said the Bishop. "[ don't think he knows himself at all. From 
the time he was a small child lie has had the most winning way, and I 
don't think he's ever been at all conscious of it." 

"That is remarkable," sard the Cardinal. 

"He is a rcmarka1>!e man." said the Abbot. 

"To everybody but his father, 1 take it." There was a smile at th« 
Cardinal's exception. 

"Oh," said Guido, obviously si riving to lac just, "his father is a good 
enough man, no greedier than most "t his class, and generous enough, 
lie never made any real difficulty with what his son spent for all .1 
young man's follies." 

The Cardinal raised his brows I in If -seriously, "All?" 

"No." said the Bishop, suddenly looking a little surprised. "It wai 
clothes and song, hut I never heard of anything arrogant or vicioul 
about him. Only" — the Bishop groped for the word, and the Cardinal 
of Ostia, whose level glance had made many a much greater dot tor 
lack up and weigh his words, waited. "I don't think that Francil 
knows vet quite what is in him. Take this talking crucifix down at San 
Damiano — " 

1 1 was the Abbot's turn now to look concerned. "You know how it is, 
my Lord Cardinal; the old superstitions die hard in these hills, and the 
peasants make n miracle of anything." 

"Tell me about it," said Ugolino. "I hear a lot of talk in my days, 
and sonic talk from a ciucifix would lie a welcome change." 

"Oh, it isn't much—" the Bishop shook Ins head. "They say that the 
Christ on the crucifix leaned down over Francis and said to him, 'Re- 
build my Church.' " 

In an instant the benign indulgence in the Cardinal's majestic figure 
sharpened. "That sounds like what the Pat arms arc saying." 

The Bishop hastened to reassure him, "He's no heretic." 

"No," said the Abbot. "The things the heretics talk about don't 
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Interest Iiim. lie was never much of a student, though his schoolmaster 
i ill says that lie had the quickest mind of any boy lie ever taught." 
"No," said the Bishop, his gaze relaxing a little as if a distant figure 
ill si ribed in ai mountain pass were coming inlo reach of identification. 
" I lc did not take it in any such big way. He though t all it meant was to 
it-build the little chapel down there. It's a very little chapel, my lord, 
u illy nothing more than an oratory," he added, as if apologizing for 
llic time they had taken of the great Cardinal of Ostia. 

"He's quite riglit," the Abbot nodded. And Ugolino looked at the 
Bishop with new respect. "He is a simple fellow," he thought, "bnl if 
i vir 1 could get him to understand what some of those tangles of mine 
in- about, I would get a clearer answer from him than I do from Koine 
ik Paris." Aloud, he said only, "Perhaps we think too much about the 
big church and not enough about the little churches." 

"I hare thought of that, too," said the Abbot- "Without tire big 
church, it falls apart inlo t he confusion of the heretics; "but without the 
little churches, what are we going to do with all of than down there?" 
I [e went to the window. The moon had come out, and tlie light lay 
white on the tile roofs of Assisi, rising like steps below them. 

"It is under those roofs that you would like to do something, isn't it, 
my lord?" said the Cardinal gently. 

"Yes, and I doubt If Saint Benedict himself would know how to do 
It." 

"But if not he," asked the Cardinal, "who then?" 

"I have wondered sometimes if Francis might not be able to do 
vome thing about it." 

The lower jaw of the Bishop of Assisi's generous mouth dropped, hut 
l he Abbot was the busy host now. "Let me take you to your lodging, 
my lofd," he said, "and you, my lord, too," to the Bishop of Assisi. 

But the Bishop of Assisi shook his head. "I like to go through the 
Itrceb when they are quiet. I suppose it is the way a mother feels when 
she looks upon her children all quiet and asleep after the day's brawl- 
ing." 

As the Bishop of Assisi made his way down the moon-whitened 

|xiths, Francis crept into the little hut of the priest of San Djimano. 

"What arc you going to do now?" he asked when he discovered his 
l»uest in the morning. 

"I'm going to rebuild San Damiano." Francis had eaten some of his 
mother's good bread and he had drunk a little of the wine, standing in 
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(he doorway and sniffing the hemlock-sweet air. He felt his strength 

tcI timing to him. 

"With what?" asked tlie old priest in alarm. 

"With the stones which the passers-by will give me." 

"But so few pass by here." 

"Never mind," said Francis cheerfully. "God will send them. 

And Cod did. Some of than were townspeople out on their erran 
into- the plain. Francis hold out his hands to them, "Give mc a sto 
for San Damiano," he begged. Some of them, laughingly, went an 

picked up stones by the road and, dusting them off, with mock soicr 

iiity handed them to Francis, who bowed solemnly and said, Id t 
name of God and San Damiano and Our Lady, I accept it It » 
curious to sec how, al that blessing Hie jest lost its flavor, and mc 
than one fumbled in his purse and put a coin on the stone. Present 
some of Fr;nKis' old friends came riding along and asked cheerful 
how the madman of San Oaiiiiairo was doing and would the erne, 
talk for then if they made a large enough gift. And Francis, smilu 
promised them that if they made a really large enough gift the cruel 
would speak in them. Some of them laughed at this; some looked u 
comfortable. One or two muttered, "It sounds like the Patarms to mc. 
But most of them sheepishly gave Francis a coin or two and rode o 1 

a little damplv back to town. 

And so it went until one day a group of ladies came riding down tuc 
hill with a sqniic or two in attendance. They were dressed in all then 
spring fincrv as if riding to some wedding, and their laughter was like 
music above the old stones. They looked curiously at Francis, standing 
with outstretched hand and crying, "My ladies, a Stone for San 
Damiano and Christ and His Blessed Mother!" 

"It is a big prayer foi a little church," said the eldest of the la 
who rode at the head of the little troop. For a moment Francis i 
rested with delight on the fresh colors of their long gowns-peach, sofl 
green, and that bright yellow of the jonquils. So Flora and her nymph- 
must have looked when the ancient mycologists saw them. 

"But not too great a prayer for a great lady," said Francis bow...* 
The lady laughed and took from her woman's silken purse a silver com 
and held it out to him, and all the ladies followed. Then they rode on, 
laughing together, their laughter sweet as the sound of the bells Qfl 
their palfreys. Only the last of the ladies paused. It seemed to hut. 1I...1 
in that moment's graciousness she was the fairest of all-slim and pal 
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in lit-i green gown with a white veil over her golden hair. Then as she 
I. .mid toward him, he saw with astonish incut that it was the Lady 
t Inc. Hie unknown bride of tliut night so long ago at the house of the 
l )tfie(lucci. He stood still as before a dream Ihat had come into the 
daylight She looked at him, and he thought she was about la speak, 
lull at that moment one of her compai lions called gaily to her, "Come, 
< ilirc. This is one beggar who docs not need yon." And Francis heard 
ilic snort of the curled and silli -be decked youth who had ridden up to 
her side, "Beggar!" He saw the flush, like the flush on the throat of an 
mnaryllis lily, on the slim neck of the Lady Clare as she bent over and 
■ mi t her coin in his hand. Then she turned and rode away, and her 
escort spat one word at Francis, "Hypocrite," and rode off, leaving him 
Raring at the dust. 

'Hie old priest Nicholas roused him. "If you want your stones now, 
you certainly have silver enough to buy them." 

As from a long distance Francis turned and looked at him. "Yes," he 
pid, "I will go up to the stonemason's." 

"No," said the old priest with a surprising access of energy. "Your 
lather will hear of it; but if I go, he can hardly complain." 

But the old priest was quite wrong, for the next night the Stone- 
mason at supper told his wife of the sudden wealth at San Damiano 
and of the cartload of fresh gulden stone which he had promised for 
I he morrow. And the next morning before his wife could visit any of 
licr neighbors, the stonemason and his men loaded the cart and! scut it 
down the road to San Damiano. By high noon the gossip had reached 
the shop of Peter Bcmardone— "A whole cartload of stone for San 
1 >imiano! The old priest paid for it in silver." 

"Whose silver?" roared Peter Beniardone. 

"He has been begging by the wayside," said the lady Pica. 

"Hypocrite!" Peter Bcmardone cursed his son. "Who would give a 
madman in the gutter silver coins like that?" 

And the cloth merchant sent his servants around to some of his 
oldest friends, bidding them bring staves and their stoutest servants 
lo take a madman. Some answered the summons because they wanted 
to sec the excitement; others because they were standing by a sorely 
tried fellow merchant; and some because they thought that (he world 
was coming to a pretty pass when; young men defied their fathers like 
I his. Only before they started, the Lady Pica faced her husband with all 
I lis comrades. 
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"P«er Bcrnardone," she said, "if you lay a band upon my son, I will 
ask every drop of blood from you!" 

There was a time when Peter Bcrnaidonc would have been very 
proud to sec ber stand there so much a lady and yet so resolute before 
all this company- But now he only wondered if she knew that be had 
already been to 'the Palace of the Commune and appealed to the Con- 
suls. Francis had refused their summons on the ground that since now 
he belonged entirely to the Church, only the Bishop could judge him, 
and the Consuls bad not dared to risk the possibility that the Bishop 
would support him. Now Peter was sure she must have heard (bis when 
she suggested that he appeal to the Bishop. 

"Is it not in his court lhat one argues all the family troubles that 

cannot Ik- kepi within the four walls of (he house?" she asked coldly. 

Bcrnardone scratched hi* head, and all around him the voices of his 

fnendsrosc: "Thai is an idea. She has a head on her, that woman. Pet« 

Bcrnardone, ii is the Bishop who will do you justice." 

A small boy OOtnui the crowd going, clown to San Damiano, and 
meeting a servant of Leo, bode him tell his master. One of the lepers 
beard the noise of the tumult coming and ran to San Darniano. So 
Ihc priest hard while the mob was still an echo on the hillside. 

"Co into the little room behind the sanctuary and pull the chest 
against the door. It is cedar; it will hold." 

"No." sard Francis. "So long as I hide from my father, I am his 
prisoner. I will go out and meet them." 

'Hie first Of the crowd, with Peter Bcrnardone striding angrily ahead, 
came into view as Francis left the church. He saw those in the front 
ranks clutch Ihcir slaves at sight of him, and then as he came steadily 
on, they paused. Butt his father never slackened his pace. Francis went 
up to him and knelt down. "My father" he said. 

But Peter, patting his hand on his forehead, thrust him away. "You 
arc no son of mine!" And again the word "I lypocrite" fell on his head 
likca blow. Then Peter tamed to his neighbors and cried, "Take himH 
Then someone in the crowd shouted, "Remember the Lady Pica!" 
And although they laid roogh hands on Francis, they pulled him out 
of the reach of his father's blows. 

As they began to drag him along, Francis protested, "I will come 
with you'gladlv. You don't need to pull me." So they let go of him, but 
they kept their staves ready in their bands. Although they had been 
noisy enough before, they \vcre all quiet now, watching Peter and his 
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M hi curiously. But Francis., as he si rode along, kept his eyes on tlic dust, 
(or a great emptiness filled all his being, lie looked ahead. The road to 
Assisi stretched up the hillside, and it seemed endless. 1 1c tried io pray, 
but no word stirred the heavy silence within. "The road to Calvary was 
I long road," he thought, and then he fixed Wis mind on putting one 
foot ahead of the other. By no stretch of imagination could he ever 
peach the top of this road, for his breath tightened in his chest, and 
his whole body burned with exhaustion. But lie could lake one slep 
more if he put all his thought on that alone. 

Only when they reached the courtyard of the Bishop's palace and 
r'rancis sank down on one of the stones by the door foramomcntwhilc 
I he crowd pressed into the vestibule of the Bishop was he able to catch 
Ins breath. He could hear the crowd roaring within, and then the 
sounds died away, and one of the Bishop's servants came to him and 
courteously bade him come in. At sight of him, the crowd drew back 
K that there was a clear lane to the low dais on winch the Bishop sat. 
Peter Bcrnardone was standing before the Bishop, gesticulating, and 
Cituclo was listening to him with a puzzled look ou his face. The 
puzzled Hook deepened when Francis knelt down before him. 
"Francis, what is this story that your father tells of you?" 
Francis looked up at the Bishop, and then he looked at the face of 
the man standing there before him, that dark contorted countenance, 
and as the fire played through all his being, he sprang to his feet. "My 
lord," he cried, "I have no father." And then as he heard the hiss of 
breath all over the room, and his father started toward him as if he 
would throttle him, Francis stretched out his hands to the Bishop, "I 
have no father. I renounce all part in Peter Bcmardonc's wealth, and in 
any inheritance I might have looked to have from him. And all 1 Have 
of him I return to him," and as he spoke, he tore off the tunic of rough 
wool in which he stood and the shirt beneath, and the sandals on his 
feet, and he stood naked in his drawers. Then he fl ting his clothes upon 
his father, and after them the leathern girdle and purse. After a 
moment's hesitation, Peter Bcrnardone stooped down and gathered up 
the clothes and shook them defiantly before the Bishop; and then, 
choking with anger, he strode out of the palace. Astonished, the Bishop 
gazed after him, took the cloak from his own shoulders, and wrapped 
it about the naked young man. As he did so, Francis said, "I have no 
father but Our Father Who art in Heaven," and he began to repeat the 
words of the Lord's Prayer, and over all the room those words echoed 
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and re-echoed. Now a loud sound of sobbing burst out, and theBishod 
came down from his chair and took Francis to his bosom, and holding 
In'm in his arms, led him into his own chamber. 

"I3o not be afraid, Francis," said the Bishop. "Even though you have 
renounced your inheritance, the brethren up at Sau Benedetto will 
take care of you." 

But Francis slipped from (he Bishop's grasp, and he knelt down at 
his feet. "My lord," lie said, "I have only one Father, and he will pro- 
vide for me as he provides for the birds of the air and the grasses of the 
field." And he took off the Bishop's cloak and handed it back to him. 

For a long minute the Bishop stood and looked at him, Then he 
l>adc one of liis servants go and bring him a pilgrim's tunic and cloak. 
Jlicy were old and worn and stained. 

"Thcsc.at least, you will not refuse as my gift," said the Bishop. 

"1 take them from yoor hands as from ehc hands of God," said 
Francis, kissing I lie Bishop's hand. Then he put on the tunic, but the 
cloak he held from him and looked around until he saw a piece of chalk 
on a chest by the wall. '1 lien he spread the cloak out on the floor and 
drew a greal white cross on it. "You have given mc my liver}', my lord," 
be said. 

Again it seemed to him that the Bishop wanted to say something 
but could not find the words. Only as Francis knelt down again before 
bins he raised his bands, and he ended the words of Messing with, "Go 
in God's keeping;." 

"Amen, my lord," said Francis, and he ran out of the Bishop's palace 
into the louilvanl, where the crowd was still wailing. Some of them 
knell down and said, "Pray for us, Francis, on your pilgrimage." Now 
it was as if a great wind bad blown through him and were carrying him 
along, and they nil fell buck and made way for him as if they had felt 
that invisible- pressure. And so he came out the gates of the Bishop's 
palace and down the winding road Eo the gate lo the hills. Here he 
found Leo waiting, holding Ihe arm of the Lady Pica, who put out her 
hands to Francis. But he slipped from her grasp and knelt down at hex 
feet. "Give me your blessing, my mother, and pray to Our Lady for me 
on the way I must go." 

Her voice fogged with tears, the I-ady Pica obeyed, but before she 
could touch him, Francis rose and w;is on his way. 

"Where are you going?" shouted Leo. 

"God only knows," Francis shouted back as he strode off. It seemed 
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in him tliere was nothing in Ihe whole world bul this great wind bear- 
I mil along under the shining iky of God's presence, and his heart 
Dig within him, "Free! Free at last!" 



Il was only after hours of walking as on air that Francis tired at last 
■lid look refuge in a haystack. Merc, snug for thcnighl and looking out 
|| the stars, incredibly large and bright, he laughed, "Not even the 
Pope himself has so fine a canopy nor so sweet a bed." Once he half 
Rwoke as the straw tickled him, but sheer exhaustion brought sleep 
■ nil. Presently, something else stirred him, and he woke to find a 
couple of field mice chasing each other over his face. And then it 
•"I ned to him the whole stack had come alive. "Clearly the inn was 
lull before you came," he said, as he stretched out in the open meadow, 
It i.ipping the Bishop's cloak about him. 

I le awoke to find the sun on his face and to hear voices over his head. 
Borne haymakers had come into the field and found him. Francis 
peeled the little company of peasants in their short gray tunics so 
* hecrfuUy and called down the blessing of Christ and Our Lady upon 
i he day so reverently that they were reassured. And when he asked 
them if he might join in their labor for no wage beyond a share in the 
ni«)ii dinner,, thev made him one of them. He not onlv sanga French 
Ming of the sweetness of the fields and the beaut)* of the spring flowers, 
winch he had learned from his mother, but taught them the tunc so 
that as he sang the words, they could hum with him. And as they ate 
Iheir dinner of black country bread and goat's cheese, Francis spoke so 
winningly of My Lady Poverty, whom lie liad taken for his bride, Out 
a j^rcat contentment settled down on the little company, and presently 
Mime of them began to nod. 

"[ am a proper enough preacher," laughed Francis, "for I hare put 
you to sleep." 

When they started for the fields again, the peasants were disap- 
pointed to find that Francis was taking his leave. "Stay with us and 
you shall sup with us and bed with us, too," they pleaded. "There is a 
hut up there in the village for the unmarried men." 

But Francis shook his liead. 

"Where are you going?" asked the peasants. 

"God only knows. I sliall keep moving until He speaks." And then 
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as an uncomfortable look came over Ihc faces of the men before him, 
Francis pointed in the direction of Cubbio. 

"You'd better know where you are going there," said the oldest of 
the peasants* "for there arc brigands up there in the rocks." 
"Brigands?" 

"Have von not heard?" asked one of the women. "Up there beyond 
the old chinch of Caprignone. You know, where the Black Madonna 
is." 

As Francis stared, anotl.CT woman hastened to explain, "Yes. Tlie 
Madonna of the Devils. Who else would give Our Lady a black face 
but those who could think of no color but their own?" 

"Oh," laughed Francis. "Have yon never noticed in the pictures of 
the Three Kings how some of the painters have given one of them 
a black face for the men whose faces are black? Hid you not know that 
God has made men of other colors, and one of them was among the 
first to bring gifts to Our 1 .ord's manger?" 

"Yon have lold us many slrange things," said the leader thought- 
fully, "hut if you will not stay with us, at least be careful." 
"Is there no lord in Ihc castle there?" asked Francis. 
There was an uneasy laugh. "At the Castle of Biscina. He is of the 
same kind. Men say"— and here the voices fell cautiously— "that lie 
shares Ihc spoil." 

"I will go and look at your Madonna," said Francis. "And having 
nothing aboul me for the brigands to steal, I do not think I need fear 
them." 

But the peasants shook their heads. "A bird with no feathers to pick 
they will dash againsl Ihc rocks," 

"Not unless Cod permits it." So Francis left them standing in the 
field, and he went on gaily, witli the wind sweeping a silken path be 
fore his feet throngli Ihc ripe grass, 

As he had guessed, llie Black Madonna of Caprignone was an old 
painting, seemingly more ancient even than Ihc crucifix at San Danii- 
ano, and whether it was aye on the radv pigments or the smoke of the 
votive candles that had binned for centuries before it, there was im 
question that the face of the Madonna was Mack as Caspar's own. \d 
in the poise of the head and in the cradling of the child, there waj 
something of the tenderness of all Madonnas. It was a bare little 
church, hewn out of the mountain side, with its only light the sunlight 
from the little window above the Madonna's altar. Yet the woman 
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i i. idling her child in lier arms made a softening in the harsh darkness. 

"It must have been a great fear that built that." said Francis to riiin- 
tdfashe came out again into the sunlight. Thinking of Ihc chapel, he 
DDUSt have lost the path, for presently he found himself in a lit tie glen. 
There was something fascinating in the cool green light that seemed 
i<> l>e reflected from the earth rather than from the sky. "It is such a 
place as the bird took the knight to in my old romances," Francis: 
thought with amusement. As lie stepped down into the glen, he saw 
lliat the walls where they showed between the trunks of sycamore and 
Bex seemed to be washed with ferns, and below, the Hoot of the glen 
MS a lire with water pattling softly over rounded stones. "It must be a 
wry ancient place," he thought 

lie was astonished at how cold it was, and looking around, he saw 
Ihat in a little pocket of the locks the winter's snow still lingered on. 
Within a stone's throw violets and pink orchids were growing, and 
Pnncis wondered how the spring flowers would look in the snowbank, 
tint before he could move, the quiet of the glen was shattered. It 
Kerned as if a horde of wild beasts were breaking in down the narrow 
l»ilh by which Francis had comC. Then he heard the Ominous jangle 
of sleel on stone, and he thought of the peasant women's devils and the 
dinners' bandits, and he braced himself to face a scowling fellow with 
kinds on hips, stumbling down the rocks. 

"You vagabond!" shouted the man. "What are you doing here on 
my lord's territory?" 

Francis drew himself up and flung the Bishop's cloak about him so 
I hat the chalk cross hung as straight as possible. "I am a herald of the 
( :reat King," he said, turning so that alt might see. 

There "was a moment's silence of astonishment, and then the leader 
laughed, throwing back his head so that the muscles of his throat 
bulged angrily. "That is a new one," he said, "and yet" — his eyes 
narrowed— "your voice is a gentleman's. Let us sec your credentials." 

"Neither scrip nor purse have I," said Francis, flinging the cloak back 
and holding out his hands so that one could see the tunic falling 
straight against his body. 

"Ha, a heretic!" 

"No! A poor penitent!" 

"Let us see," and the men seized Francis and shook him until the 
leader with an oath exclaimed, "Not a pin on him. He is mad." Then 
they took his cloak and dumped him into the snow, shouting, "Go back 
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and tell your Icing that this is the way we treat mad fowls. Tell him fo 
send lis somebody better gilded next time." And they went off laugh- 
ing and cursing. 

Francis by in the snow, finding the coolness soothing to his bruises 
and praising the providence of God that had preserved the snow for 
comfort in his need. Then he stood up and tried to straighten out his 
poor tunic, but it hung in tatters about him. At first he was too sore 
and too confused to think where he was going, and then he began to 
be afraid, for the next brigands would have no cloak to steal, and there 
might not be any Snow to soften the rocks. He bad come out of the 
glen now onto a desolate piece of roadway. It was ancient country with 
an old gravestone here, and there tlic base of a column set up as a 
barrier to mark the road. "Civilized men must have lived here once/' 
Francis thought iikTuIIv. long before ever the faith was preached." 
And then he ""heard a bell, swinging slowly through the woods, from a 

little height above. 

Slightly higher upon tlic hillside stood an old church and a convent 
beside it. lUlhcr a large convent it seemed to Francis as he walked 

slowly around it looking for the gate. 

I Ic saw the porter's eyes narrow as he measured the apparition at his 
door. Francis, remembering the kind of neighbors among whom he 
lived, sympathized with the man. 

"Who ore you?" 

"A seeker of God's will" 

The portei scowled. There is no shelter here for hereto." 

"Thieves took away the cloak the Bishop of Assisi gave me. And this 
tunic he gave inc. 

The porter laughed. "That looks more like the thieves' than the 
Bishop's. Hut you seem well enough spoken. What is a man lik-e you 
doing with I he riffraff of the roads?" 

"I ask onlv the chance to work that I may cover myself decently with 
one of your servant's easlolf tunics." 

Tlic porter smiled. "If it's work you wan!, get 'round to the kitchen. 
The cooks will give you your belly full of their sluttishness." 

The porter was quite right. The walls of the old stone-vaulted 
kitchen were black with soot and the tiles at his feet shining with 
grease. A fat old monk gave Francis a broom, and as Francis set himself 
to sweeping out the cavclikc room, moving stiffly with his sores, the 
old glutton took pity on him. "Co, skim off some of the fat from the 
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U>p of the stew and put it on that crust over there." And when the 

night came, he pointed out a comet in I he fireplace where the new 

kitchen boy might sleep. It was warmer than the open fields, but there 
were no stars overhead. And those were not field mice that Francis 
licard rustling in the wooden hutches at the opposite end of the 
kitchen. 

By the end of the week the cook, like SO many lazy men a connois- 
seur when it cam* to other men's industry, declared thai liis new aid 
might be mad but he was certainly no idler. When Francis asked him 
if he would not give him the castor! tunic that had now become the 
object of his dreams, the cook shook his head. "I will ask Brother Prim 
(o give you a lay brother's tunic, and I will Jxcp you here in the Jalcl len 
with me." And when Francis protested that he had never thought of 
anything so exalted as a Benedictine lay brother's status, the cook's 
easy-going complacency changed. "A habit you may have, but not a 
nig to go out and join the rest of these heretical vagabonds of yours." 

So Francis went back to the road. "If the saints will not aid me, per- 
haps the sinners will," he said to himself. So when he came to the 
outskirts of Gubbio, he asked the way to the tower of the Spadalunga 
family. The man whom he stopped, a small knowing-looking craftsman 
with a hammer in the pocket of big leather apron, laughed at him. 

"If you were a wandering minstrel, beggar, you might get a welcome 
there. He keeps a cheerful enough household, the Lord Fredcrigo, but 
I never heard tha t he was given to deeds of mercy." 

The Lord Frcdcrigo's porter thrust Francis away from the gate sum- 
marily enough, but Francis raised his voice in a little French hunting 
song, and at the sound the master of the house put his head out of 
an upper window and asked what in God's name went on here. When 
Francis stood out so that he might sec hiin, the young lord laughed, 
"Why, here you arc! They told me in Assisi that you hud gone mad and 
your father had chained yon in the straw!" Then he looked at him 
more closely. "I must say you do look mad." But as Francis went on 
singing, the face above sobered, "But madman or not, your voice is as 
sweet as era." And Fredcrigo began io curse the porter for not know- 
ing the difference between a vagabond and a mad gentleman. 

Fredcrigo made Francis sit will) him at tabic and asked him was it 
really less trouble to be mad than to keep pretending one was sane? 
Then as Francis quietly told him of his adventures, he iiskcd him if 
the prank was worth all the beatings. "You're a little fellow, after all, 
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Francis," he pleaded, "and a temptation to any bully you come across. 
You arc lucky it was only a snowbank. It might well have been a lieap 
of rocks, and then yon would be totting there now." 

Francis insisted that it was no madness, but Frcdcrigo only shrugged 
his shoulders. "They say that is the final proof." He was all for calling 
his friends to a feast the next day that they might enjoy the madman, 
but Francis "begged him for a cast-off tunic of one of his servants, and 
Fredcrign, who was not an unobliging fellow when it did not interfere 
with bis own pleasures, swore tha t lie would do 1* tier. Indeed, when he 
thought about it, it seemed to him an amusing thing to send his 
servants out tobuvthc traditional gray tunic and leather belt and boots 
and wallet and staff of the pilgrim. There would be much gossip, 
Frcdcrigo reflected with pleasure, as to who in his household Was going 
on a pilgrimage, and doubtless il would come to the ears of his aunt 
in the Benedictine convent on the outskirts of the city, and the old 
lady woidd flutter to know whether her graceless nephew was at last in 
thevvav of conversion. Indeed, when the pilgrim gear arrived, Frederigo 
insisted on trying it on in front of a mirror and swore that he would 
order another outfit for Francis and come with him. But when Francis 
soberly reminded him that there would be no turning hack, Frcdcrigo 
sighed and began to tease his friend, "It is on Ivan excuse for a holiday, 
tins wandering around the country of yours, Francis." And Francis had 
to admit, somewhat shamefacedly, that never had he enjoyed any 
holiday as much as this freedom of the road. "But do not forget the 

brigands.'' 

The -warning was quite unnecessary. Francis chose another road 
back to Assisi, and in the pleasant company of field workers who gladly 
gave a cup of water or a heel of bread for a song, he forgo! the world's 
violence, forgot it until he came into his own city. There it was a little 
group of boys teasing a dog by tying an old pewter pot to its tail that 
first reminded him. Without thinking, he asked Hiein bow they would 
like a pewter pot tied to their ankles. Then as he calmed the nearly 
frantic beast, one of the boys recognized him. Now it was with great 
relief that the young ruffian shouted, "See! It is only Old Bernardone's 
mad son!" and the boys begin to shout and jeer, and as always happens 
in the back alleys of a city, some apprentices and other idle fellows took 
up the cry. If was with a mob at his heels, therefore, that Francis came 
into the city square. Above him, he could hear the shatters opening, 
and on the balconies the voices of women, but this time it was not of 
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Bcmardone's mad son tliat they spoke but "that proud Pica's son!" 
Some of (he young ruffians in the crowd began to shout, "Where, my 
Lord Francis, is that bride of yours?" 

Francis thought he had known almost everyone in Assisi, but some 
of the faces and voices were quite strange. As he tried to lake shelter in 
(be doorway of the new cathedral, the i nob surrounded him, and some- 
one let a stone fly. Then someone else began to tug at his tunic, and 
with sudden despair, Francis saw himself again the ragged beggar who 
had taken refuge in Gubbio. Incongruously he though!, "What would 
Frcdcrigo think of this adventure now?" Then lie stretched out his 
hands and he cried out, "God give you peace, my brethren!" 

They began to laugh. "Peace! It will take more than thai to drive 
away your devils." 

"For the love of God, my brothers," he began again. 

"Peace," said a sharp voice. "And now the love of God ... So go 
all the Patarim." 

Then a girl's voice screamed out, "Look! Ik's going to take refuge 
in the church!" 

"Where else," asked Francis, "shall a penitent sinner take refuge but 
in the church?" 

"That does not sound like a heretic," said a cooler voice, and the 
crowd began to fall back as an imposing figure strode forward. Francis 
turned. It was one of the richest men in the city, Bernard of Quinta- 
valle. Doubtless that quiet, dark-colored gown of good Flemish wool 
which he was wearing now had conic from Peter Bernardone's shop. It 
was not so many years ago, either, that Francis bad thought it a good 
jest to sing a merry song under Bernard of Quin tava lie's windows in t lie 
middle of a spring night. Now he turned with relief at the grave pace 
of the former magistrate. Some of the rabble bad already begun to draw 
Itack. "Francis," Bernard asked, "wifl yOU DOl come and bttW suppa 
with me?" The invitation was given with such respect that Francis 
could not refuse. There was muttering, even giggles of muffled laughter 
as he followed the merchant through the crowd, but no one dared to 
stop Bernard of Quintavallc's guest. 

"He who sups with the devil," cried a raucous voice from the edge of 
the crowd, but Bernard paid no attention, and there were indignant 
cries of "Hush!" and "For shame!" as the mob began to drift off. 

Bernard said nothing to Francis until they reached his door. Then he 
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stood aside courteously and lade him enter. Once within, he corn- 
mmulcd his servants to bring water that Francis might wash after the 
road, and then he invited him to his table. Like the robe which the 
rich .nan wore, it was a sober and solid meal, but to the vagabond with 
the chill of fear onlv now subsiding in his empty stomach, it was a 
veritable feast. Onlv when he had refused any more food and bad 
drunk a little of Bernard's good red wine did his host begin to question 

'"You heard wliat they said, Francis," he began, "the word they 

called you." „ _ 

"Do VOl. think,- said Francis, pulling his elbows on the board, that 

it is mad to believe what Our Lord said, that even as God provides for 

the birds of the nit and the flowers of I he field, so will He provide lor 

us if onlv wc have faith enough?" 
"Faith enough," repeated the magistrate thoughtfully, that is a 

large order. One must not ask of men more than men can do," he said, 

sipping his wine soberly. 

"Hut did not Our Lord's disciples do just that?" 
"Do not forget that they had Our Lord with them." 
"11 lit even after Our Lord left them, did they not follow the evangeli- 
cal counsels?" M 
"It was a long I imc ago when the world was younger. 
"Bui each generation of men is new, and the world is new for than, 
and does not Holy Church teach us that Christ is with us even to the 

end?" , , 

"ILerc arc- many things, Francis," said Bernard, "that the preachers 

say in the cathedral on Sunday Ihat no man takes literally, and I do not 

think that even the picachers think he should." 
"But suppose t bey did? " asked Francis eagerly. For now it seemed to 

him that Bernard was looking at a possibility which he had never con- 
sidered before. It was a long thin face that Francis looked at in the 
candlelight, with a look ol habitual caution in the downcast eyes and 
of sieadv control in H'e small month. And yet behind those firmly 
molded lines of cheek and jaw there was a sense of strength leashed 
and. as Francis had learned that evening, courage enough. Bernard «. 
Qniniavallc would not stand idly by when wrong was done, but would 
he step beyond the ordered lines of his own dear and tested routmc? 
"Suppose/' said Francis, "that Christ should come again in Uinbna. 
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Bernard raised his eyes to Francis', and Francis caught :i flicker of 
liidit in iheir gray depths. "How many would know Him, I wonder," 
the rich man mused, his hand, with the old seal ring, relaxed around 
I he glass. Perhaps after his day's business he was only playing with 
ideas, all the unceasing vigilance of the man of affairs for a moment 
relaxed. 

"Not know Him?" said Francis with the fire leaping again in his 
heart. "That were indeed to be old, to be dead." 

"I wonder," mused his host, and then lie roused himself. "We have 
both of us had long days. Do yon stay with mc tonight." 

"Nicholas, the priest at San Damiano, will give me shelter." 

Bernard shook his head. "It is a long way for a man who has dodged 
a mob." 

"They did not know." 

"They never do," said the magistrate wearily, "That tale I know all 
loo well. You can go to San Damiano in the morning, but I will give 
yon a pallet in my chamber tonight." 

Francis was surprised. lie had always thought of the rich man as 
rather aloof and self-contained. That was why it had seemed such sport 
lo tease him in those days now so unbelievably remote — so much re- 
moter, Francis saw suddenly, than the days of the Apostles of which 
they had been talking. 

"We shall have no difficulty sleeping, cither of us," said Bernard 
when they both had commended themselves to Christ and Our Lady, 
and Bernard of Quiutavallc had carefully set the night light on a chest 
where it would not shine into the face of his guest sleeping 0:1 I he 
pallet. In his great bed Bernard composed himself and began to snore 
lightly. "He is no fool," he said to himself, as he took pains to keen 
his breathing low and even. He must have fallen asleep, because when 
he opened his eyes again tliere was a shadow between him and the 
light. "He lias come to look at me and sec if I am really asleep," he 
thought, as he closed his eyes again. Then he heard a rustle, st seemed 
to him away from his bed, and he opened his eyes again. Now he could 
sec the night light and a darker shadow in the shadows where he had 
put his guest to sleep. "He is kneeling by his bed," he thought, and he 
took care to deepen his snoring a little so that his guest's suspicions 
should not be aroused, Then he heard a whisper, and as he listened, 
he noted that it was repeated over and over again, steadily and rhyth- 
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mica II v. "'He is p raving," he said to himself, and moving very slowly so 
:\s not to disturb his guest, he rose on one elbow so lhat he could look 
through the bed curtains. Now he could sec the face of Francis. 
Though the soft light of the night lamp fell on it. it seemed to him 
that its radiance came from within, and now the whisper lud risen to 
the volume of a low cry. Presently he could make out the words, "My 
Lord and my Cod." 

He could sec the little man now quite clearly in the light by his 
pallet in the: comer. He had raised his liands, and he was complclcly 
absorbed in his prayer, saying over and over again only, "My Lord and 
any Cod!" lie was weeping now, Bernard noted, and experimen tally- 
he shifted on his pillows, making a little noise that could not have 
failed to catch his guest's attention. But Francis seemed completely 
unaware; so Bernard sat up in Ixxl and moved over to the edge. In 
doing this lie nude quite a hit of noise, hut Francis never broke the 
rhythm of that prayer, "My Lord and my God!" Only now he was sol> 
bing, and Hie familiar petition became a prayer for mercy. Presently, 
Bernard pushed the curtains quite aside and sat on the edge of the 
bed, but Franco was still completely unaware of liim. Now he had 
ceased to weep, and he was repeating the phrase, "My Lord and my 
God," with accents of wonder and surprise, as if he had suddenly be- 
come aware of the good] icss and bounty of God and did not know how 
to give thanks lot the divine forgiveness. A little prickle of excitement 
ran down Bernard's spine, and he took the coverlet from his bed and 
wrapped il abort himself, but still the little man went on praying. Now 
it seemed to him that lie was giving thanks to Cod, but always it was 
the same single phrase, "My Lord and iny God." 

Bernard had known Francis in the old days, had known him as a 
great many older citizens of Assisi had known I'clcr Bcrnardonc's sur- 
prising son, a fine businessman, everybody agreed— Bernard himself 
had bought the stuff of a couple of gowns from him. But all tiie wit 
and the gaiety and the song of which men spoke so often in Assisi 
seemed to be wasted in revelry. All right for a young man for a spring 
or two, but not year after year. And now this most astonishing thing 
of all-religion; not as a good Christian takes it, soberly as the frame- 
work of one's life, but extravagantly as he had done everything else. 
Bernard knew that piety is sometimes the last posture of the self- 
dramatizer, when all other poses have failed. So Bernard had taken his 
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i nance to test Francis, and now an he watched him, :dl doubt went 
out of his mind. Presently Bernard found that lie was weeping with 
Fiaucis and that that chant, "My Lord and my God," was rising to his 
own lips. He was an austere man, not given normally to many words, 
.iikI least of all to anv words of feeling. He could wit have said the 
Words aloud even if he would, but he found himself saying I he words 
with Francis within his own spirit. So he slipped quietly hum liis bed. 
Hid kneeling down, he bowed his head; and prcscnlly he was asleep 
from sheer exhaustion. 

Wlicn he woke next, it was dawn, and his guest was lying on his 
pallet asleep with a smile on his lips. Bernard was cold and stiff, or he 
Would have thought it all a dream. Only there was a lightness in his 
heart so that it seemed as if time itself had rolled away, and he was a 
boy again. He was a boy, awake "before the dawn because his father 
had promised him that that day he would take him to the law courts, 
lint he might see what the mysterious adult world was like in which 
lik father spent his days when he was not at home. So now he dressed, 
.ind when he had finished his preparations for the day. he turned and 
Bin that his guest was standing bv his pallet, waiting for him. Then 
Hcrnnrd of Quintavalle went and knelt down in front of Francis, and 
now for the first time he repeated aloud the words of the night's prayer, 
"My Lord and my God." 

Francis started, and for a moment he looked puzzled, and then he 
Hung his arms about Bernard and kissed him. 

"Take me with you," said Bernard. "Wherever you go, I will go, and 
whatever you bid me do, that I will do." And his eyes fell before the 
blinding radiance on Francis' face. 

As he waited for his answer, the little man shook his head. "That we 
diall ask of God for both of us," and he bade Bernard come alone the 
next morning tn the parish church of San Nicolo for Mass. 

But when the time came, Bernard was not alone. With him was a 
man of his own years, at sight of whom Francis drew back, for he was 
llie Bishop's own canonist, Peter Cataiiu. As Francis stood I he re pcer- 
iin; at Peter in the uncertain light of dawn as if he could not believe 
liis eyes, Bernard took Peter's hand and they both fell to their knees 
Ix-fore Francis. "I was but waiting for Bernard's word," Peter said 
titlly, as if now he were embarrassed. But Bernard was astonished to 
ICC how readily the little man's arms stretched around both of them. 
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"And now," said Francis, "we three will go to the churcli of San 
Nicolo and wc will ask the priest there to say Mass for us, and when 
he has said Mass we will ask God what wc should do." 

The priest of San Nicolo was not up yet. At first he was a little cross. 
"Can you not wait until it is dawn?" 

"We are in a great hurry/' said Francis. And then the priest saw 
Peter and Bernard, and at sight of Peter Catanii he arose and said, "I 
will be there as soon as I can make ready." 

When the priest had finished saying Mass, he paused at the door of 
the sacristy and he said to Peter, "Is there anything else I can do for 
you, Master Peter?" But Pclcr looked to Francis. 

He said, "You have done OS the greatest service and that which only 
you, a priest, can do. 'Hie rest is God's." Then when the door of the 
sacristy had closed iiim.ii the puzzled priest, Francis went up to the 
altar and opened the book of the Gospels that lay upon it. He turned 
lo bis companions *" d ™" ] - " lct °" P ra V that God wlU n,akc H,S , W1 

clear to us, and that the text which 1 shall read will be the word which 
He has given us." And so lie opened the book and, looking down at 
the illuininnttd pa^c, began t" read aloud the first words on which 
his eves fell, "If thou wilt be perfect B» scU what ,hou hast ' and ® w 
it to the poor." in his jov his feet danced as he kissed the book of the 
Gospels and put it hack oil the altar. Then he bade Bernard open it 

and read. 

And Bernard read, "Take nothing for your journey; neither stan, not 
scrip, nor bread, nor money:' Again Ffflncis cried out with delight. 
And they closed the Iwok, and then Francis turned to Peter- Now 
do vou open it." 

Though his voice shook a little, Peter read in clear tones the hrst 
verse he eainc to, "If any nun will come after me, let him deny himself, 
and take up his cross, and come follow me." Bernard kissed the page 

and burst into tears. 

Fran-cis Hung his arms about his companions, crying, God has 
spoken. This is what we have to do, all of us." 

When they had dried their tears of joy, Peter turned to F rancis and 
he asked, "All of us? Are there others?" 

"Yes" said Francis. "There are hundreds, and thousands of us, 
stretching out to the end of time; and so will we all do until God rolls 
up the heavens and flings them away like an outworn garment." 
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6 

Outside the church Francis turned cheerfully to liis companions, 
Hid embracing them again, bade them Godspeed, lint Peter for the 
lust time put out a hand and held him. "What do we do now?" he 

asked. 

And Bernard, seizing him by the arm, too, said firmly, "Yon arc our 
leader, the master wc have chosen." 

"No," said Francis, and his voice sharpened so that both nun drew 
Kick. "There is no master here but our Master Christ." 

"But," protested Bernard, "wc are your disciples." 

"There are no disciples except His. Wc are three companions," he 
%.iid, taking the hands of his friends and swinging them wide. 

"But what do we do now?" asked Bernard. 

"You have had the day's marching orders," said Francis gaily, "Be- 
y-ond that God will tell us." 

"Will you come and help me?" asked Bernard. 

"No, this you can do better without me," 

"Where are you going?" asked Peter. 

"I'm going back to Saint Benedict's church of the Little Portion. It 
i^ the right si^e for my strength. You, my breth ren, will build a greater." 
And with a light wave of the hand, he went down the street, leaving 
I Yter and Bernard looking at each other. 

While Peter, somewhat fearfully, went off to see the Bisliop and 
Bernard to see his steward, knowing that it would take all his years of 
rxperience in putting complex matters simply to make clear to him 
what he wanted done, Francis went down the road from Assisi into 
the plain, singing gaily. Tin's time he did not take the road to San 
I taiano, for that road had become crowded of late with all the peo- 
ple who had gone down to sec the restored chapel and the cnicifix 
I hat liad spoken. The new stones in the front and side walls stood 
out rawly in the spring sunshine, and there were not wanting those 
who pointed out that the madman might be a saint but he was only 
an indifferent mason. There were not wanting, either, a stonemason 
<»r two who stopped to smooth a rough place in a wall. The old priest 
did not sleep in the sun so much these days, and there was a pleasant 
chink of silver in the alms box as he took visitors through the little 
church. He was, as Francis had told the Patarin, a simple, guileless 
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man. Now he made no effort to repair the little shack hy the church 
wall, hut he kept the oil lamp binning hefo-re the altar, and when the 
Lady Clare came by one day with one of the women of tier household 
and left him some line linen foi the altar, he mil only washed the old 
marble but went up into the city and got a couple of new brass candle- 
sticks to grace the linen. And he bought a new and larger pot that lie 
might have a little porridge for the beggars who now came to ask for 
food. Only he always insisted that the last portion must remain in the 
pot lest Francis should come in later that night and need it. When he 
heard of this, Francis rebuked the old priest "Do you not know thai 
it is only the empty pot which God can fill?" And he laughingly ac- 
cused Nicholas of tethering liini with a rope of charity as menacing as 
ever was his father's iron chain. 

So Francis cunt no more to San Damiano. But farther down into 
the plain by a different road farther to the west, little more than a 
path through the fields, he found another decaying church. This was 
even tinier than San Damiano, anil if anything*, moic ruinous. Wan- 
dering in the plain perhaps a year before. Francis had come upon the 
church of the l'ortiimcula. Actually it was nothing more than a little 
stone hut, crumbling into the lich earth, but Francis had rccognizxd 
it as the church to which his mother had brought him when he was a 
child one summer day. She had sat down on one of the fallen stones, 
and with him setting in the grass at her feet and resting his head on 
her knee, she had told hirn one could never judge things by their out- 
ward look, for this little church was a grander thing, if one knew it, 
than even the great new Cathedral of Assisi's patron, San Rufino. 
Somehow that had caught the child's attention, hovering on the edge 
of sleep, and he had asked his mother how a little htit not much bigger 
than a pigpen and falling apart at that— how that could be a greater 
church than the wonderful new Cathedral on the Piazza. Then his 
mother had explained that this little church had been here when there 
had been no church in the town above, nothing but the heathen tern- 

"Then St. Benedict came here," said Francis, for even as a child lie 
had loved to climb up the hill to the Hencdicline abbey with its great 
view of the country, and almost the first thing that he remembered 
of those early visits was that St. Benedict himself, who stood so tall 
and majestic above the hitjh attar in the abbey churchy had been the 
first one who had brought the Order into this land. 
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"No, it- was here long before St. Benedict," she said. "It was here 

-v<ii before Our Lord came on earth." 

"Hut this couldn't have been a temple," the child had protested. 

["here are no pillars; in front of it." 

Hut Pica insisted that sonic men said i( had been a temple, though 
lliiTc were, also, those who said it had been a tomb. Not Dial it mat* 
tercd much, for all that had been redeemed. Three pilgrims coming 
back from the Holy Land in (he early centuries had come upon the 
Utile building, anil ihey liad cleaned it out. There was slill a Roman 
HrcophflgUS over there in Ihe bushes, which the peasants had filled 
wiih water for their cattle, and an where around here one might come 
Upon a fragment of an ancient idol, the once white marble now green 
firom the rains. Francis was falling asleep again when his mother told 
linn that they had called it St. Mary of Jehosephat, and with delight 
Ik- had made her repeat the strange name. Then they, too, had gone 
a way; and men had forgotten again as they do, and then Saint Benedict 
li.nl come into the land, and he, too, had cleaned it out again and 
doubtless repaired it. It seemed to the Lady Pica that that was what 
men were always doing— someone building something and then going 
i way and forgetting it, and then someone else coming along and throw- 
ing out whatever his predecessors had left behind, and cleaning up, 
iikI (hen after a little while going away and forgetting again. Only 
( hir Lady, like a careful mother, would remember even when her 
children had grown up and gone away and forgotten her. 

Remembering all this now in the bright summer morning, Francis 
I nclt down against the stone where perhaps his mother had sat when 
she told him these things, and put his head upon his hands and wept. 
Pot he tad heard up in the city that the wife of Peter Bernardone was 
ill with that light cough thai she had had before, and Francis liad tried 
mil lo think of it, for his father, had sworn tliat he would kill him if 
In- crossed Ins doorstep: and that would bring no comfort to the Lady 
Pica, caught again between her husband and her son. So now Francis 
knelt down and asked Our Lady, torn as she must have been so often 
Ixhvccn the justice and the mercy of God, to remember I hat day and 
bo let Pica know that though her son had gone away, he liad not for- 
gotten. And (hen as he looked into the dark little building, he thought 
bo himself, "This is the right size for you, little man, Francis," and he 
«t about cleaning it again. 

Afterwards, he looked around the little clearing in which the church 
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stood All sorts of wild things had closed in about it-briais and weeds 
and stunted saplings of ilex and sycamore, and vines throwing their 
nets over all the underbrush. But here and there as he pushed as.de 
the tangle, he could see single stones and presently heaps of Sioncs, 
half buried in the silt of put winters. Then he renumbered I something 
else which he had heard as a boy, whether from his mother or iron 
the monks up in the abbey on Monte Subasio he could not remember, 
that it was here that Benedict had built the 6rst abbey with little 
sheds as modest as that old chapel, to shelter their prayer and labor. 
•There arc stone, enough," he said to himself, "and I shall not have 
to trespass on anv man's prions for thai at least." So he set Inm- 
self cheerfully to dig oul some of the old stones and to cany them to 

the chuich. . .,, 

Of course, some of the peasants SOOu found Sum-a child running 
after a en. >< >us > b «. a shepherd looking for a straying ewe, a farmer I 

wife who had come for water to a little spring beyond a el ump of Tunis. 

All of Ihcsc had stared al Francis with curiosity and had replied, civilly 

enough, to his greeting, "May God give you peaccl" 

Another day Francis was discovered by a group of young men trorn 

the town out fowling, lie had stood up to look at them, his face 

Stated with sweat, and to his delight he liad found his brother, An 

gel.,, among then., lint Angelo only laughed when he saw him, and 

Turned my t<» his companions, and said, "Go and ask my mad brothel 

to riv6 von a drop of that mason's sweat." 
"It is not for sale," said Francis quietly. "It has been bought by • 

richer merchant than you.' 
They all laughed, bul it was an uncomfortable laughter, and tney 

soon rode on. . ■ .*■ 

Here too, l-'raucis was found another day, prying with a broken 
piece of sapling at a clump of stones lying imbedded in the earth, 
"You're hardly the right build for that, friend," cried a cheerful 
and Francis looked up to sec a strapping peasant youth, who might 
easily have posed for some ancient Apollo but for his leathern skin a ...I 
a certain look of cheerful tolerance of the world's folly on his hand 
some features- He took the sapling from Francis hands and poked al 
the stones with it until it broke in 1"S strong grasp Laughing at the 
surprise on Francis' face, he tossed it into the bushes and witlic.ul 
difficultv lifted first one and then another of the stones, and one by 
One he set them easil)' on the wall which Francis was rebuilding. 
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"You really arc not very good ot tin's, you know," said the young 
peasant as tlicy worked. 

"I know," said Francis humbly. "If my Master had had a better 
Workman, he would not have sent mc." 

"Your master? Up there?" The young peasant pointed to the city. 

Hut Francis pointed to the clear sky above. 

'Hie peasant laughed. "You're an odd fellow." Then his eyes nar- 
imvcd, "Are you that madman that they're all talking about?" 

Hut to that Francis made no answer. When tlicy had made thai little 
I" nt ion of the wall straight, the youth looked at him and said, "\\ hat- 
ever you are, you must be hungry. Come with me." 

It was a little group of peasants eating their dinner in the field where 

lliey were working. The young man, whom they had greeted as Giles. 

iiiilcd at Francis, "If yon will take all that about the sparrows and 

the lilies seriously, then the least we can do is to sec that you are not 

disappointed." 

"That is no way to talk, Giles," said one of the older women, but 
Hie rest of the company laughed gaily and slapped Ciles on the back 
■ i : ■ I said he was always one for having his joke. When they had finished 
llicir dinner and lay around on llie crushed grass, Francis begun to sing 
In them in their own Umbriaii tongue. It was a complaint of an old 
111:111 about his son's folly, a nd though the older women looked d ubious, 
the father laughed and all the young men, and presently they began to 
Miig with Francis. And then Francis led then* on to a little hymn to 
i )«r Lady, and this time the older women sang wish shining eyes, and 
ill the girls on the outskirts of the little company. When it was time to 
t;<> back to their work, the old farmer came up to Francis and said, 
"Madman or not, any time you want, there is a bowl of food for you 
if you will come and sing with us." 

Francis thanked him and called down the blessing of Heaven on 
such friendly hospitality. But as he went back to Benedict's St. Mary 
of the Little Portion he thought, "Food for a song is a fair enough 
exchange at a lord's house but not in the fields of these hard-working 
l. Miners." And so the next day he slipped back to Assisi as soon as ever 
llie snn stood high overhead, before the farmers could tall him to 
their dinner. "I seem always to be running away from food," he thought 
to himself, "an odd plight for a beggar." So lie went up to the new 
uthedral in the heart of the city and, finding a quiet corner, he knelt 
down to pray. 
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Now for the first time it came to liim thai he was not alone?, that lie" 
had tWO companions, and doubtless more would be added. He was 
under no temptation to play the master, but what answer should lie 
give them when they asked bun to tell them something of the way 
along which he had been bef ore them? It was almost three years now, 
he thought. That was all the time thai Our Lord bad needed to teach 
the world His lesson, that lesson which after all ihe centuries men 
still had not come to the end of learning. And then he thought of 
thai old question, "Suppose Christ came again in Umbria?" The fresh 
coolness of the new cathedral fell like balm upon his weary spirit, and 
putting his head down on the marble tailing around an uiifini&hed side 
altar, Francis fell asleep. 

It was evening when be came out of the church and hid in the 
shadow of Ihe doorway to watch the throng in the square. They were 
|be same men doubtless who had thrown the stones, but now they 
seemed completely unaware of him. It would be tempting providence 
to try again, but be had not eaten all day. He thought of the kitchen 
at B«mard of Ouinlavalle's house. Francis knew bow long it took to 
make a bargain over a bale of cloth, but he had no idea how long il 
would take to sell a house. Nor had God given him companions fur 
this. As he waited indecisively, he felt somebody come near him, and 
be. who even as a child had' run out to greet every stranger, shrank 
back with the memory of the mob in bis mind. 
Bui it was the voice of. Leo that spoke to him, "I have been looking 

for you all day. 

Francis found the darkest comer of the base of the Cathedral and 

pulled his Friend down Inside him. 
*'] nave seen my uncle," Leo began. 
"What docs be s;i\?" 

Leo shrugged his shoulders. '"What would you expect? Heisadoctor 

and a canon of the Cathedral." 

"1 suppose he said il was madness." 

"Well," said Leo more cheerfully, "he said anything was better than 
the mooning 'round I'd been doing, waiting for something that would 
never happen." 

"Then he will give you your share of your inheritance?" 

"lie will release me from my inheritance, rather." There was a wry 
note in Leo's voice. 
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"Of course, what he does with the money docs not matter so long 
us you no longer feel tied to it. 

Francis felt the young nun beside liini ic1;lx. "Of course, lie said if 
il was religion I wanted, why tiol tlo il propoly? Mv inheritance would 
Ittiy me a proper "benefice, or if I was too lazy for lhal, then the Bene- 
dictines on Monte Subasio would be very glad indeed to odd my land 
bO I heirs." 

"But what did he say when you said you wanted to give t! lo the 

|KX>I?" 

Leo hesitated. "I ain afraid I didn't do it very well, Francis," he said 
It last. 'T told him if was like the early Disciples and the saints in the 
( Golden Legend— I thouglit he would explode then." Leo, folding his 
arms around his knees, rocked a little on his scat by the Cathedral 
door. " The Golden Legend! The Golden Madness! That is the trou- 
ble with all you young men. Your heads are buzzing like a beehive 
wilh scraps of phrases from poets' romances. This is Assisi, you fool, 
in the year 1 209, and the poor are a mob of dirty, feckless, thieving 
rascals who will listen to no counsel but what the Patarins give them.' " 

"What did he propose then?" .isked Francis quietly. 

"What you would expect," said Leo with contempt "A chantry in 

l he new Cathedral to pray for my ancestors' souls that some, at least, 

of the inheritance they had built up might redound lo their good, and 

"ine burses at Bologna that better men might do the studying I re- 

I used to do." 

"But doesn't he sec?" said Francis, forgetting the nephew in his 
indignation at the uncle. "We have the chantries in the cathedrals. 
■ ml we have the burses at Bologna, and the churches in the fields arc 
falling into decay, and in the dark streets of the towns men arc sliding 
lor want of the sweet air of tlie Lord's Gospel." 

"I tried to tell him that," said Leo helplessly, "but he only laughed 
.ind told me tliat it was as he had thouglit, I had been listening to the 
heretics." 

"No," said Francis quickly, "we have never said that he should not 
stay there in his library with all its leather-bound books, writing out 
.ill those fine-spun theories of his in his neat hand. All we have said is 
that that is not enough." 

"Oli, I said all that, though of course not as well as you would." 

"And in the end?" said Francis. 

"Oh, in the end— you know, Francis, he's not really a bad fellow for 
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all his crustiness. In the end he suggested what he thought a reasonable 
compromise. Half of it to San Lazzaro. It was a sink, he said, in which 
to throw good money; but Mill, God knows, some begmnnig should 

be made." 

"But that," said Francis, "is a fine idea. Why not all or it? 
"The rest he said, to huy from the Benedictines the little patch of 
waste where he has heard you've been poking around. I should take 
orders and he the chaplain there, and you— " 

"No," said Francis and then us he felt Ins friend shiver a little, he 
suddenly remembered. "I lave you eaten today, Leo?" 

"No " said I.eo, "I had forgotten. Shall we come back to my hOUSC? 
"No we shall cat at llic table of the Lord." Francis felt Leo looking ' 
down oil him and lie seized his arm. "They are at their supper now. 
You take that street, and I will lake this, and wc w.ll come hack here 
to the Cathedral doorway. Then; is enough light ^from that lantern 
there for us tc» eat by, even before the moon rises." 
"Beg?" said I -co incredulously. 
"It is the calling which God has given us." 

So the two friends parted. Francis knew- his face was dirty enough 
and Ins dress torn and stained enough so even his family would have 
failed to tecognte him. But still out of some remnant of delicacy or 
of cowardice, he told himself, he had chosen a street where he was 
not hkelv to be known. So he went confidently down the dark alleys 
to the kitchen doors. At his first knock the door was opened a little, 
and then, when he began, "For the love of Cod-" it was banged in 
his face with a rattle of the bolt. He bad a little better hick With the 
next. It was U old woman who put bet head cautiously out the door, 
and when she saw thai it was a little ...an who- stood there she bade 
him wait, and the. she thrust .-. hard lump of bread into his hands and 
bade him in Gods nai lie be gone. 

•This is bardlv enough for two,"' thought Francis, and he went on 
down, the street "A little hard cheese, a nil of salt meat, some cod 
beam in a leaf-it is liltle enough for two hungry men, though 
Francis, but it was all the street yielded. So giving thanks to God and 
Our Lady, be went buck to the Cathedral, and dusting the stone of 
the Step under the lantern with his tunic, he spread out the tl.m paring* 

° f "NoTlet us see what you have, Leo," he called cheerfully, as hij 

friend came up. 
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Bn1 Leo hesilatcd. "Come now, don't be embarrassed," said Francis. 
"Whatever God has given to lis, it is a feast." Then lie saw with aston- 
ishment why Leo had been hanging back. For Leu had a whole half 
dkif of fresh bread, and a big hunk of sofl cheese, and even a piece of 

Rresh meat. 

Francis laughed joyously. "Even here, Brother Leo, ihc world goes 
l»\ llie looks of things. The housewives took pity thai s<> fine-looking 
a young man should be hogging his bread." And Leo hung his head 
in shame. Francis said grace and began to eat joyously. lie swore that 
the hard lump of bread was the sweetest he had ever tasted, ami lie 
made Leo taste it, too, and they both laughed when Leo hesitated to 
|*iin his companion in its praise. 

At the laughter two men came across the square with a torch and 
looked at them. "It is the madman," said one. "Francis, I've been look- 
in:; all over today for you— over at San Damiano, and down at the old 
I ilace in the fields." 

"Why have you been looking for me?" And then he recognized the 
■. (Kjkeras one of the Bishop's servants. "The Bishop wishes to see me?" 

"At once." 

Ixx> looked at him in the light of the torch. "Are yOu sure yOu ought 
not to wash up a little?" 

"Oh, the Bishop will understand," said Francis confidently. But he 
Was not so sure when they came into the Bishop's presence and Guido 
li'iwnedas lie looked at the two friends. 

"Srt down," said the Bishop, pointing to two stools. "What is this 
I hear of your taking to yourself disciples?" 

"Not disciples, my lord," said Francis, "only companions." 

"Companions?" repeated the Bishop. '"I Tiat is all right for him," 
I lie Bishop pointed his cross at Leo, "although God knows Ins uncle 
1 < angry enough. He has told his secretary that he can read no more, 
l hat all the lines blur together." 

"But surely," began Francis and then he decided to hold his tongue, 
for though he suspected that the Bishop had too much good sense to 
.|Kiid any time on all that hair-splitting of the Biblical commentators, 
•.lill he could hardly expect him to listen to any disparagement of the 
most distinguished scholar in his diocese. 

"It is bad enough when yon take off a young man lilce I-co, who if 
his uncle is to be believed, has not been up to much good anyway, 
I ml ,\ man like Bernard of Quintavallc is another matter altogether." 
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"My Lord, tlie Grace of God moves . . ." 

"The Grace of God! Half the madmen in history have thrown 
Mame for iheir folly on heaven." 

"But no one can call Bernard mad." 

"That is it, precisely,'" said the Bishop, rising and beginning to paco 
back and forth across the tiles of his study floor. "When madness scizeaj 
fools, that is bad enough, but when it seizes wise men, men of mature 
years and settled place—" the Bishop's voice was rising. "Do you know 
what has happened today?" he said, suddenly stopping and thrusting 
out one long, bony finger at Francis. 

"I have heard, my lord, that Bernard has gone into the country to 
free himself of sonic farms — 

"Look here," said the Bishop, "1 have been willing to believe that 
there was no real harm in you for all your fantasy and folly, but you 
talk like a heretic now." 

"But the Gospels say— " 

"The Gospels! First, it was this crucifix, and now it is the Gospels. 
Do von know what happened today? Peter Catanii, my own canonist, 
came to me and told me that he had resolved to join—" the Bishop 
hesitated, and then with indescribable contempt, he finished his sen- 
tence, "the Poor Penitents of A&sisi!" 

l'Vancis lose and stretched out his hands to the Bishop. But Guido 
bade liini sit down as if he were an unruly schoolboy. 

"The finest legal mind in the land," the Bishop went on, "and yon 
put him to carrying stones and plastering mud on worthless church 
walls. Presently, DO doubt, he will be begging with a mob throwing 
stones at him!" 

"My lord—" Francis began again. 

"Be still," said Guido, and he turned to Leo. "Your uncle tells mc 
that you will become a priest, and that yon propose to put half your 
inheritance into the lepers* hospital. God knows they can use it, and 
perhaps I have thought too little of them, though a man can do only 
so much." And now that bis anger was ebbing, the Bishop sat down, 
a tired old man. "And the rest you want to put into that briar-pateh 
around the old church. The Benedictines will be glad enough to ex- 
change it for some of that land by their walls." 
"No!" said Francis. 

"I was not talking to you," said the Bishop, and he turned back to 
Leo. 
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But Leo shook his head. "I have chosen Francis for my master, and 
"hit lie says I will do." 

"\ot what I say," said Francis holly, "but what God says. 'Neither 
Itaff, nor scrip, nor bread, nor money.' My lord, if we take even that 
briar-patch down there, we shall be tethered to it. We shall build a 
v.ill around it like the Benedictines around their abbey, and presently 
unit will look over the wall and covet what is williin i\, and then we 
will put men with staves at the wall, and they will gel oilier men to 
i ome with staves against it, and there only will lie ligjilhig, my lord, 
V lure there was peace." 

The Bishop rubbed his hands over his face wearily. "God knows," 
Ik said, "there is something to what yon say. Mad as it is, there always 
I 'here is fighting enough, even among men of religion who liavc 
worn to keep the peace. But then, if you are ■worried about walls, let 
Bernard keep this house of his within the city* walls, and companions 
«H penitents or whatever you call yourselves, let the four of you live 
l lure like decent men." 

"NJo, my lord," said Francis leaning to his feet. "Within the wnlls 
■ n outside, it does not matter. A house will hold us prisoner, and we 
•-lull think of that house when we should be thinking of the whole 
i < ■< ilicss world, and we will huddle "there when we should go out Looking 
Iit the stray children of Israel." 

The Bishop stared at the little man. "What then, in God's name, 
i In vou think vou are doing?" 

"My lord," said Francis, "we arc simply trying lo live the Gospel, 
li> behave as we would behave if Christ, Our Lord, were to come again 
lierc in Umbria." 

"Christ in Umbria," said the Bishop and he flung his hands over his 
Ik. id. Then Francis and Leo slipped to their knees and waited at his 
l-it. Presently the Bishop turned to them, "I do not know. I do not 
I now," he said, and now he was no longer looking at them bill at the 
I mcihx on the wall opposite his cliair. 

'That is all we ask, my lord," said Francis, "your blessing that we 
may find out." 

And fumbling the words, the old man repeated the blessing, and as 
the hand with the violct-stoncd ring completed the last cross, he 
pushed them away. 



I II: To the Four Oi lartcrs of the Earth 



II wis like Bernard of Quintavalle that he made no effort to burden 
Ins new companions with all the business of converting his scattered 
properties into silver. Only when at th-e end of some weeks he had 
passed the last bill of sate, did he go down to the Portiuncula and ask 
Francis to come up early the next morning and help liim give his 
fortune away. That night as Francis scraped the bottom of [he way- 
farer's pot at San Damiano, he told the old priest Nicholas how in 
I lie morning Assisi would become like Jerusalem when the new con- 
verts brought their wealth to the feet of the Apostles. Nicholas, who 
had by now acquired an extensive experieaice of converts, old and 
new, and some- not yet converted at all, looked sober at the prospect 
Francis so gaily sketched, but he did not have the heart to cast anv 
diadow on the bright picture of the young man's imagination. 

"flic dawn was breaking when Francis reached Bernard's door and 
llrcady dark shadows were coming down the alleys. "I hope tlicy don't 
rush us," said Bernard nervously, as he handed Francis and Peter heavy 
leather hags. Then as the three friends took up their places at the 
door, there caine a wild cry of delight, and it seemed as if all Assisi 
were rushing upon them. 

"May God give you peace, my brothers," Francis pleaded without 
inv effect. But just as the fiist sturdy figure had fallen upon him, came 
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ihe harsh clapping of wood and a raucous voice shouted, "Uncleanl 
Unclean!" From the crowd came a cry of astonishment, which soon 
turned to anger, and then terror. 

"The lepers! The madman has turned loose the lepers on us!" the 
mob screamed as it fell back. 

"No, my brothers," shouted Francis, standing on the stone by the 
door. "They will but laic their share. There is plenty for all.'' So M 
the sun rose and the light came down between the houses, the rest 
•waited muttering, while the two lepers came up. Francis threw hit 
arms about thcrn, while a shudder ran through the bystanders, and 
then Bernard put a handful of silver in the worn purse which the 
lepers carried. But even when they had gone, the rest hung back as if 
there were danger in Ihe lips that had kissed that horrible decay. 

Then ii reckless voice cried 'Hit, "There is no stain on the silver, at 
any rate/' and again came ihe rash, 

"There is enough for all, my hrolhcrs," cried Francis. "Let the crip 
pics through first, and the old." But they seemed not to hear him. 

A couple of stout fellows thrust through the crowd and laid hold 
upon Bernard's tunic and reached nut their hands as if they would 
snatch the bag from Dim. H»( Ihcrc was a cry now from the rest, and 
Bernard shook them off. Then he gave each of them a couple of coins 
and hade them let the next have their turn. Bernard was a man who 
was accustomed to having his low voice obeyed, and even in this mob 
were men who had often enough bowed to him; so they pulled the 
stout ruffian", back, and slowly ihe crowd began to lute up for their 
money. To Francis it all seemed disappointingly slow and dull. So he 
took a handful of silver out of his lag and flung it on the pavement, but 
the resulting scram ble was so violent with people in the back knocking 
Sticks out of tllC hands of Cripples and striking down an old woman 
and a child, that Francis had sadly to admit that Bernard's way was 
the better. 

Indeed, Francis to his astonishment was forced to admit that the 
sturdy beggars of whom he had heard so many complaints in his father's 
house were more than a fiction. These fellows were dirty and ragged 
enough, and vet he had to admit Out they were, also, menacing and 
even violent. Presently, as the sturdy ones retired to the end of the 
street, slimmer figures, hut more supple and agile, began to elbow 
then way through the Ihrong. 'Iliis time there were women as well 
as men, and even a few boys. 



To (he Four Quarters of the Earth 93 

Now cries of indignation arose all over, "Thieves!" and "'Whores!" 
I'lir objects of this vituperation moved so fast that tlicy seemed to 
pluck (lie coins out of the givers' hands before ever ihcy lud left t!ie 
pags, and tliey slipped away before the wrath of Ihcir neighbors could 
• hike. It seemed to Francis that some of these sinewy shadows must 
h IVC come out of the very paving stones at their feet. One, indeed, 
wis so bold as to thrust his hand iisto the pouch which I'elcr held and 
flourish the handful of coins in his face before Peter knew what he was 
doing, There was a ioar of anger all over the street and cries of 
"Throttle him!" But the thief was gone, back into a dark alley before 
anvlwdy could move. After that, even Francis held his leathern pOUCh 

more cautiously. 

Now came some of the halt and the lame, and Francis' spirits rose 
irain. But there was a sudden jeering, "Lookf He has trussed his leg 
up, the old scoundrel!" 

Another cried, "Take that arm out of your blanket!" and the whine 
of the professional beggar rose over the taunts, and the clenched fist 

tune out. 

Francis said to himself, "Who of us shall say who is worthy and who 
is unworthy?" and he began to sing a hymn pleading for divine for- 
giveneSS, but not in French this time. Then the crowd tell back as a 
lull, somber figure strode forward, and an a ngry voice cried out, "Hypo- 
i iite!" It was Sylvester, the priest, who had sold Francis some of the 
si ones for San Damiano. "Hypocrite!" lie cried again, and litre and 
I here a voice took up the cry. "You robbed me of those stones winch 
I gave you cheaply as to a beggar, and here you are throwing a fortune 
away on alt the riffraff of the town" The three companions looked so 
.istonished that jceis of laughter broke out all around them. 

Then Francis said icily, "Greed in a priest is so fearsome a thing, 
we must exorcise it if wc can." And he took a handful of silver from 
I he pouch and flung it into Sylvester's outstretched hands. Sonic of 
i he coins clattered to the pavement, and again there was a wild scram- 
ble as men and women tore at each other to pick them up. 

Francis cried out in pain, "Brothers! My brothers!" Then he looked 
■ I Sylvester, who stood clutching the coins. "Father, forgive ine," he 
said, "because I, who am not worthy, spoke harshly." 

For a moment Sylvester stood there, and then he opened his hands 
slowly and the coins dripped Like water from them. As he turned away. 
no one moved; all stood there gazing at the coins. Then a couple of 
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boys darted forward and began to pick tlicm up and to pass them 
around to those who had not yet shared in the giving. 

On the edge -of the crowd, Francis heard two men arguing. "He 
called him a greedy priest," said one. 

"He is no heretic," said the other. "He asked his pardon." 

The silver was all gone before noon, nut all afternoon the beggars 
continued to pour into Assisi, and worried shopkeepers put up their 
shutters, and sober citizens asked each oilier what the world was com- 
ing to. 

Even the Bishop, who had gone up to sup with the Abbot Simon 

and to ask his advice, grumbled over the Abbot's good wine. "Of 

course, like any Christian, I am all for leaving the world, but why they 

cannot do it iii an orderly fashion and come up here to join yon!" 
"I think." said the Abbot with a smile, "it is precisely Ihe orderly 

fashion thai they do not want," 

"Tlial is it. That is what bothers mc," said the Bishop. "Wherever 
he gOCS, there is alt this, upset." 

• IV re is the other side, too," said the Abbot thoughtfully. Thcrt 
are those churches restored: the lepers are certainly not starving. One 
of <>ur men was down with some of the farmers today, and he Said 
they were singing hymns in th« fields there after their dinner. Any- 
way," he reassured his guest, "there's no clanger tbat many of yoni 
rich men will give their holdings away to beggars and gO off with the 

madman." 

But the Bishop shrugged his shoulders. "After Peter Catanii, I do 
not know." 

As it tamed Out, the Bishop was quite right. Even as they were 
talking, Francis was out begging his supper, and this time in a quartet 
of the city where his Wends lived, lor a little while he had sti I 
shamefacedly at the edge of the Piazza San Rufino, where the house 
of the Offrcdiieci rose. As the sound of singing came out cheerfully In 
hiin, he thought, "Here where F have been lord of the feast!*' And then 
he said to himself, "It is pride which makes you hang back." And so 
he went into the courtyard, bright in the lung IwiKght of summer. In 
the old Roman sarcophagus he could see some red flowers, geraniums 
perhaps, where the lilies had been, lie looked \ip to the gallery abova, 
but it was quite empty. 

As he strode into the banqueting hall, one of the servants tried to 
stop him, but Frauds raised his. voice firmly, "For the love of Cod 
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i ml Christ, and Our Lady, my brethren." ;md Martin heard liim and 

turned toward him with astonishment. That as the whole room fol- 

lowcd li is look, he waited, and Francis came in, holding out his hand. 

Uu» Martin shook his head. "Did I not sec you giving silver away in 
t In* st reel today?" he asked, 

There was a roar of laughter over the hall. "No man eats silver,." 
mid Francis, and the laughter died away. 

' Kvcn madmen get hungry."" said a mocking voice. 

"Here!" siid the young master of the house, and he took a broken 
piece of bread from his place and threw it onto the floor. Bui Francis 
iwnl over and picked up the bread, and calling down the Messing of 
heaven on its giver, he said grace over at and began to eat. It was as if 
.1 ghost had come into the garlanded banqueting hall, and all the bright 
figures sat there as if frozen in their places. Then when he bad -eaten, 
Fiancis gave thanks again, and bowing to the company, he went out. 

\- he came out of the liall, be saw the Lady Clare standing over be- 
vniid the sarcophagus as if she were waiting to speak to him, but at 
l hat moment a young man whom Francis recognized as a cousin of the 
i nfri'ducci of Coccorauo, the young Pave rone, came running up to 
him with a plate of meat and fresh bread, and lie held it out to Fran- 
"Fot a hungry man, a little bread is nothing." 

"For a hungry man," said Francis, looking at him, "a little bread 
i everything. But I have brethren: so I shall lake your gift to them." 

"That is not enough for more than one," said the young man* 
-Wait." 

Francis stood for a moment by the sarcophagus holding the plate. 

I lc turned around, and it seemed to him that the Lady Clare was try- 
Mi:; to speak out did not know how to begin. Then before he could 
fi id anyway to help her. the young Faverone was hack with a loaf and 

I I ic remains of a joint on a plat ter. *'l will help you carry these," lie said 

Francis turned back to took for the Lady Clare, but she was gone. 
Perhaps she wanted to give me an alms, too," he thought, 'then lie 
had to give the young man all his attention, for be wanted to know 
whene his companions were lodging that night. 

"J have not thought that far," said Francis, laughing at the young 
man's astonishment. "Supper was far enough for the present. As for 
liuhjing. we shall think of that later." 

And yet you grave a fortune away today." 
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"No, it was Brother Bernard who brolrc the last of his chains." 

At the side of Bernard's house was a lit lie arch into a courtyard, 
where in old days men had unloaded supplies from tTie country. Then 
Francis found Bernard and Peter and an old servant of Bernard's, who 
was pleading with him, "You at least will bleep in your old chaml>u 
this night, my lord!" 

"No, it belongs to another man." 

"But at least," persisted the old servant, "let me bring you out one 
of your own beds." 

"I have no bed. 1 have told you, fool/' said Bernard gently. "I have 
nothing but this robe in which I stand." 

Here Francis interposed, "I have brought you your supper, at least," 
and he looked back at llic young man waiting behind him. "I think, 
too, that I have brought you another brother." 

And the young man fell down at his feet and said, "Let me be our 
of your followers." 

"No," said Francis, "We arc all of us brethren here, and only in love 
shall any of us strive to be first." 

Now the word flew all over the town and the surrounding counlix 
side; one of the young Offrcducci had walked out of the banquctinj; 
hall of bis family. That madman had walked in, and he had looked .il 
him, and he had followed him out into the night, and he had not coutc 
back. Some of his kinsmen liad gone looking for him down in the 
underbrush around the Portiuncula, and they bad found him there, 
carrying stones like any peasant, and he had laughed in their faces and 
said that this was where he was at home. Some of Ins old friend* 
laughed now, but more grew silent as they heard the story. It wai 
now more than three years since Francis had censed to come and sinjj 
to them, and tliat loss they had all but forgotten, but now he had 
come back, and he had plucked one of them out as if with a magician \ 
spell; so the story grew as it went' from high tower to high tower. 

"Thank Cod, at Least," said the Podesri, "there will be no disiiimi 
tion of wealth at (he Oflrcducci palace. Those robbers will know how 
to keep their own." 

And the Bishop took his comfort, too. "It will do- no harm if a Few 
of those rioting sprigs of nobilitv sober up and take to honest labor." 
But the Bishop was much less cheerful when a week later he leaned 
that Sylvester, the priest, after having thought over Francis' rebuke, 
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had gone down to the Portiuncula and joined the Poor Penitents. 
"Pclcr Catanii was bad enough," said the Risliop, "but a priest and 
■ parish priest at that!" 

"He should haw asked his Bishop's permission, certainly," said the 
Abbot Simon gravely. 

"Thank God he didn't," said Guida. 

"One of our men reported," said the Abbot Simon thoughtfully, 
"that there arc several others down there, a handsome young peasant, 
a fellow that looks half-simple, or half-mad-hc was not sure which— 
and probably some others by now. You might send someone dnwn to 

look around." 

"No," said the Bishop. "I'm going myself." But before he could tear 
himself away from his thronged antechamber, word came tliat the 
company down at the Poitiuncula had broken up, and that they had 
ironc off in pairs for some sort of mission or other, and the Bishop 
heaved a sigh of relief at the thought that for the present, at least, his 
troubles were over. 

Hut he found out soon enough that he was quite mistaken, for re- 
ports began to come in from neighboring bishops. True, they were 
harmless enough for the rnost part. Two fellows calling themselves 
Penitents from Assisi had come into one town and had begun to 
preach along sound enough lines: penance, going to church, frequent- 
ing the sacraments. But when they began to beg, one or two solid 
citizens had protested that they had beggars enough of their own with- 
out any more coming in. Then some of the more lawless elements had 
begun to throw stones at them, and they had been glad enough to slip 
out under cover of darkness. 

Another report told of an heir who had been bewitched and gone off 
willi these vagabonds, and there were stories, too, of honest fanners' 
inns who had taken to roaming with them. But in general the reports 
agreed that the Penitents from Assisi had worked for their bread when 
they had a chance, and that what they preached could hardly be 
dlled heretical unless taking the letter of the Gospels literally was to 
lie so termed . 

The Bishop was ready to admit that it might have been worse, when 
rp|K>rts began to come in of some sturdy rascals who had got lodging for 
Ihc night on the ground that they were Poor Penitents from Assisi and 
lud robbed their host. The priest Sylvester bothered tJie Bishop, too, 
wandering about without leave of his bishop and worrying proper 
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home-staying parish priests as to whether they should allow him to usi 
thdr altar for Mass. There was at least one story, too, of a young man 
who could not get on with the wife whom his father had given mm and 
who had run away from home to join the Penitents. To do them justice, 
the latter had sent him home soon enough, and yet there was the 
threat of scandal. And now stories were beginning to drift back o) 
crowds of listeners who had wept at the preaching of the madman from 
Assisi, and of thieves mid bandits who Itad been converted, and even 
of a pair of neighboring lords who had made peace with each other. 
The Bishop noted that people were no longer laughing, and presently 
they had begun to talk as if Ibis were Mine sort of "movement." 

So as soon as the Bishop heard that the Penitents had come hack to 
the Portiiuiciila. he went down with one servant to sec them. He found 
tlicm busily at wink cleaning out the little church and carrying fresh 
stones for pitching a piece of wall that bad given way in the win Id 
rains. It was as cheerful a company as the Bishop had seen in the spring 
fields, and he sal there watching them from his mule for several 
minutes before anybody noticed him. Then tlicy all came flocking 
around) him, kneeling down for his blessing with a simplicity that made 

it quite impossible for the Bishop to invoke episcopal authority even 
against the ranaway priest, Sylvester. 

"How many arc you now?" he asked as they crowded aioimd to help 
him down fioin his liuile. 

"We arc Our I .urd's own twelve," said Francis proudly. 

"But," said I he young peasant wilh the odd face that bothered the 
Bishop, "there are plenty that are looking a! us, and we shall have more 
before the summer ends-" 

"What will von do with them?" 

"Oh, wc will put than to work. Surely, there is work enough, my 
lord." 

"Twelve is enough for a convent," said the Rishop quietly. "Many 
a convent has started with fewer." 

"My lord," pleat led Francis earnestly, "no convents!" 

"The weather is fine now, hut what will you do when the winter 
comes?" 

"Oh," said Francis easily, "we will send them out again, two by two. 
Nfy lord, let the brethren tell you their stork si" 

Rul Guido shook his head. "Another, time. There arc other stories 
which 1 have heard, too." 
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"Yon know, my lord," said Francis gravely, "how il is. There were 
[WO rascals who aid they were Penitents from Assisi; and now men. 
talk as if there were a dozen." 

"It is precisely because men talk," said I lie Bishop firmly, "that wise 
men take precautions." 

"Do not coop us up," pleaded the odd-facea brother. 

"Be still, Brother Juniper," said Francis. "My lord, you know that 
we Khali obey you in all things that we can without disobeying Him 
who is the Master of both of us." 

"Am I, who will have to answer for the souls of all of you at Hie 
(moment Day, likely to ask you, to do anything against His com- 
mands?" 

"But, my lord, wc have sworn on the Gospels that we would bake 
jmverty for our lot; "Neither staff, nor scrip . 

"Then the more important it is that you have some rule to guide 
you." 

"But wc have the Gospels, my lord." 

"The Gospels! Men have had the Gospels for more than a thousand 
years, and! do you think the Gospels have kept them from the sin and 
the folly that disgrace human history?" 

'That," said Francis, "is because men have forgotten the Gospels. 
All wc arc trying to do is to remind them. We are taking the Book out 
into the fields and to the alleys and the byways, and we arc making 
men look at the pages they have forgotten." 

"It is not easy," said the Bishop, "to keep the pages clean in the fields 
and the alleys and the bvwavs. Ontv the heretics claim they can do 
that." 

But Francis flung himself at the Bishop's feet. "You know, my lord, 
that we have never claimed any perfection in lis but only in Him who 
sent us." 

The Bishop raised him gently and then he put the hand with the 

real ring on his. "This is not Palestine of the first century, my son. 
This is Ulilbria of the thirteenth, God forgive us all." 

"Then what do you wish us to do, my lord?" 

"If you will not settle properly in one place, then do you at least 
make yourself a rule of life so that men will know what they ui idertake 
when they join you, and so that the rest of the world will know who 
belongs to you, and who steals your name. And then take this rule to 
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Rome and get it approved as men desirous of perfection have always 
done." 

"To Rome!" said Francis, with shining eyes. 

The Bishop shook his head. "Be sure you have that rule." 



Whai Bishop Guido returned to Assisi, he sent word lo the A"bboi 
Simon at ttic Benedictine abbey and asked him if he would come to his 
palace that day to see if lie could help the Penitents. Francis would not 
wait for him, however, but dictated to Brother Leo, whom he had 
taken for his secretary, the three texts which they had read in the 
church of San Nicolo. 

"It is not enough," said Peter of Catanii. 

"Then add to it the rest of what Luke says." 

"Even so, this is merely a scries of Scripture texts. It is no proper 
rule." 

"It is nnr charter. You have said so yourself, Brother Peter," said 
Francis. 

When the Abbot Simon came that night, Francis had a rule ready 

for him and the Bishop. 

"But this is all negative," said the Benedictine when he had finished 
reading (he very brief document. "It says that you shall not have any 
houses or possessions. What are the positive things that you are doing 
and will do? And there is no mention here of the good works that men 
say that you do. and I think you will not deny— taking care of lepers, 
preaching the Gospel to the poor . . ." The Benedictine went on 
quietly, putting the ease for these unconventional religious brethren 
as generously as he- could. Even Francis was astonished that the low, 
reasonable voice of the Abbot could make it all sound so normal,, even 
so well-established. 

"Well," he said at last, "simply write that we will do whatever good 

works God gives us to do." 

"Are you sure of that?" said tlic Abbot. "Will you open a school?" 

"Oh, no!" Francis drew back hastily. 

"There is no reason why you should/' said the Abbot quietly. "But 
there are limits on what you undertake to do, and 1 think you should 
face them." 
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"Then/' said Francis, "I will let Peter and Bernard tell Leo what to 
write." 

"Francis," said the Abbot gravely, "you arc the head to whom they 

look." 

"No, Our Lord Christ is the head to whom we all look." 

"Even among the twelve," said the Abbot Simon quietly. "Our Lord 
i hose one. He was not the one whom lie loved most, nor was lie the 
l«-">t educated, nor perhaps even morally the best. Hut Our Lord chose 
Peter, and the others— John and Luke and all the rest— took him for 
their bead." 

J5ut Francis protested, "You know, my lord, better tlian any of these 
tluit lam not made to be a ruler." 

"I think Peter must have thought that in the beginning," said the 
Abbot. 

And then the peasant, Giles, who had come in without anyone 
noticing him in order that be might "bring word to the others back at 
the Portiuncula as to how their companions were faring with the 
ecclesiastical dignitaries, said, "When I left home, I took you for my 
father. Shall we not say, then, that Francis is the father of us al3?'' 

"No," said Francis. "Our Father in heaven is the father of us all. I 
am only your little brother." 

"It does not matter what you call it," said the Abbot Simon; and 
then he turned to Leo, "Why don't you write it, and then when you 
have written, let him read." 

It took several days more of work before they finally got something 
which Francis would admit came near his intention, and then he said 
it sounded too much like the lawyers. So, taking the points which 
they had made, he dictated them afresh to Leo. 

That evening when Francis had read the latest revision, under- 
scoring two points again and again— that devotion to poverty was the 
mainspring of their enterprise and that always the brethren should 
i mint themselves among the feast of men— the Bishop looked at the 
Abbot. "How do you think that will sound to the Cardinal of Ostia?" 

"Like nothing he has ever heard before," said the Abbot cheerfully. 
And then as the brethren waited, "But I suspect that with all the 
things he reads and hears, he will say that he could well do with some 
tiling new. Take it with you." 

The Bishop gazed with astonishment at his friend, and then he 
wrote out his own letter to the Cardinal, telling him that these men, 
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however odd, were still faithful children of Ihc Church. The he 

wrote a letter for the Cardinal to give to the Pope, if ever it should 
come that far, saving that the Poor Penitents had their bishop's Mess- 
ing, and he would do his test to see that no ill to the Church came of it, 
"God knows that is a lol to undertake," said Cmdo. shaking his head 
-it the little man standing before him. But Francis swore Hiat they 
wmld do nothing of which I he Bishop would ever be ashamed to hear 
So it was arranged that Francis, Leo, Bernard, Peter, Sylvester, and 
Giles should go to Rome. Ml the brethren would have liked to go, and 
Francis would have liked to lake then all, but the Bishop had pointed 
Ottt that six men were enough to inflict on the "hospitable. Although 
he was burning to go. dies offered to stay. But Francis would hear 
nothing of it. It would give the Pope a very wrong impression of them; 
if they left Giles at home, for they were really simple men like Brother 
Cilcs'mthei than learned like Brother Sylvester and Brother Peter. 

The Hrdiop offered fresh luiiics for the journey thai they nng 
come to Home looking like pilgrims and not beggars, but that si 
nation Francis rejected out or hand. If they did sec the Pope, the Po 
must sec them as they were. And so with the Abbot's offer of bread f 
the journey. For this, as tor everything, they must trust to the goodm 
of God Cfceariy both ecclesiastics regarded this as a discouraging be- 
minimi! of Ihc mission to Home, and Bernard and Peter looked grave 
Bat Francis was firm. There was no >point in getting the PopcsapprovsS 
for something they had no intention of doing. 

Bui rail before they reached the Klaminian Way, Francis to the 
astonishment of Bernard and Peter called the little company to a hall 
and said lo them. "Mv brethren, this is a great mission On which WC 
are going, and it is only right that we should put the direction of it m 
the hands of one oi us who shall be Ihc leader, and Ins voice shall be 
the voice of Cod to us." 

Perhaps Bernard was tired of the long arguments over the rule, tu 
he looked quizzically at Francis and said simply, "Wc will do what you 
wish as wc alwavs do." 

"NO," said Francis, "von know 1 have no talent for business, but you 
have bad much experience in I clliirg a man. to come and he comcth- 

and the rest of ft." 

"lie is right, Bernard," said Peter gravely. And seeing that I'rancii 
was in earnest, Ihe rest of the company agreed. 
-I will then," said Bernard, "if you will tell me what to do. 






To the Four Quartos of the Earth 103 

But Francis had already begun to sing a inarching song of the 
pilgrims coming from France to the holy city. So it was Bernard who 
t\v< itli'd when they would offer their services in the fields t hey passed 
Ihrmigli, and when it was foolish to linger to work and they might 
icccpt charity. Always Francis was the first to agree to whatever 

Bernard suggested; so they came with only reasonable delays and in 
■pod order to Rome. Only then did Bernard notice the quietening of 
1'i.mcis' breath and the excitement that wanned his song. He was not 

wrprised, therefore, when Francis gaily brushed aside his suggestion 

1 1 tat they stop first at one of the pilgrim hostels, and wash their faces. 
.iikI dust their clothes before presenting themselves at the Cardinal of 

Ostia's door. 

"Oh, no, Brother Bernard," he said. "It is still early in the aft ernoon. 

1*1 us go on to the tomb of Peter." 

Remembering the story of Francis' first visit to Rome, Bernard 
watched him closclv as he knelt down at the tomb of the first Pope. 
Bui this; time Francis seemed completely unaware of anyone around 
Inni. and after only the briefest of prayers he arose and took Bernard's 
hand. 

"Now let us go," he said. And as they hurried along out of St. Peter's, 
he told Bernard that since it was still early in the afternoon he was sure 
the Pope would not have left Ins audience chamber. 

"But shouldn't we sec the Cardinal of Ostia first?" asked Bernard. 

"Oh, no. If the Pope will see us, why waste time?" 

Bernard started to> marshal! his arguments, but Francis was already 
dancing ahead on tight feet. It took all Bernard's breath to keep up 
with him, and Fcter and the rest straggled behind. Only when bhcj 
[cached the door of the Laterau Palace did Bernard invoke his forgot- 
ten authority. "We cannot go into the Pope's presence looking like 
Ihis," 

" How else should we look?" asked Francis in astonishment. "Wcarc 
pilgrims come to Rome, and the moment wc get here, W* throw our- 
selves at his feet as good son's should." 

"The porter will throw us out as vagabonds," said Peter. 

"Then I shall cry for the master of the house;' responded Francis 
with perfect seriousness. "Do you think a little dust will blind the 
Pope's keen eyes? God has brought us safely here. Why should we 
waste the time lie has given us?" And Francis would hardly stand still 
until Bernard could show the letter from the Bishop of Assisi to one 
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of the Pope's chamberlains. As Bernard talked, Francis hung back a 
little, and the chamberlain looked from Bernard to Peter, and he saw ' 
that in spite of their rough dress these were men of substance; so ho 
passed tliem on lo another ecclesiastic. 

"The public audience for today is ending," said the latter. "Conic 
this way." And he took Ehcrn down a little hall to the Pope's audience 
chamber and bade them go up and kneel down at the foot of the 
Pope's throne. 

As thev came into the room, Bernard saw with relief that the 
Cardinal of Ostia was standing with several other high-ranking ec- 
clesiastics to one side 06 the throne, and he wondered if it would I* 
better perhaps to trv to get his attention first. But while he wondered, 
Francis darted forward and flung himself on tlie ground and kissed 
the Pope's feet Perhaps the Pope was weary from the day's throng fif I 
pilgrims, for as Francis rose lo his feet and flung his anns wide before 
him. Innocent asked, "Who let this swineherd in?" And then Bxingan 
eve cm the little man Chat had made many a more important man 
quail, he spoke sharply, "Little swineherd, go back to your pigs in their 
sty." And lie shook his robes as he stood up from his throne. 

Bernard and the rest had fallen on their knees as Francis went for- . 
ward, and now they arose uncertainly, and Bernard looked for the 
Cardinal of Ostia and tried to catch his eye. But the Cardinal was 
looking as if fascinated at the little figure of Francis darting out of the 
audience chamber. 

"That lias ended our hopes," said Bernard, and he seized Peter 
Calami's aim, and Ihcy strode out of the antechamber as fast as they 
could. They had almost reached the door when one of the Pope's 
servants caught Peter's arm. 

"My Lord of Ostia would speak with you." 

The Pope was standing by his throne talking with some of the 
cardinals, and as Peter came up, he heard his voice clear and ringing. 
"I'm not sure but if we had a little more regard for decency we should 
have to worn/ less about heresy." 

As Peter knelt down, the Cardinal looked at him. "You were an in* 
tell igent enough man when I saw you in the Bishop's place," be said 
severely. "What arc you doing here in Ibis madman's company?" But 
before Peter could answer, there came a shout at the door and then a 
tumult, and as the Pope stopped and looked angiily around, a little 
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liot through and fell at his feet. And at the stench, the cardinals 
luck and the Pope looked down. 

"( lei away from me, madman!" he called sharply. 

A. Francis rose to his feet, lie looked up into the angry face of 
Iniu ►cent, "I liave done what you loid me to do, my lord, You told me 
■ ''> the pigs and J have," and he flung his recking arms wide. 

I'm a moment, the angry l'opc stood speechless, looking from the 

i before him to his companions, standing fio/.cn wilh honor be- 

ImiiiI him, and then to the cardinals at his side. 

"What you told me fo do, my lord, I did as F always will!" 

Innocent thought that the lips of the Cardinal of Ostia were trem- 
bling, and he spoke to him sharply. "My Lord of Ostia?" 

Hut the Cardinal said only, "Obedience is hardly the mark of a 
bete be, Your Holiness." 

Innocent looked down at the grotesque figure before him, with the 
■■lime of the pigpen dripping on the marble floor. "Get out of here," he 
.ml. And then as the little man still stood, and his companions 
Wavered, Innocent's face softened. "Go out and clean yourself up and 
iiimc back here tomorrow, and I will listen to you." As Francis knelt 
down to grasp his feet again, the Pope pulled his robes away from him, 
I'lierc was a little titter now* in the room, and the Pope swept She 
Mimpany with a dark eye that had suddenly grown cold. Then as the 
liMle man rose to his fees, he turned to him again. "Wait a moment! 
Where did you find that pigpen to roll in?" 

"( )ver there, hack of the stables beyond Your Holiness' palace." 

"But how did you know where to look for it?" 

"Oh," said Francis, "as we came in through the citv and thev said, 
''lliere are the Pope's stables/ I smelt the pigpen, and 1 thought the 
I'upe's pigs smell no better than any peasant's pigs." Now there was a 
toai of laughter all over the room. 

"Get you gone!" said Innocent. Then he turned hack at the door and 
looked at the Cardinal of Ostia. "Come tomorrow morning, and tell 
me what you can of these madmen from Assisi." 

If was with some uncertainty that Ugolino went into the Pope's 
presence the next morning. There had been, he knew, a letter from 
( kTinany that must have made yesterday's episode seem a grotesque 
trifle. But as he dropped to his knees, the Pope pushed the parchment 
away. "What is this madman of yours up to now?" he began abruptly. 

"He was at my door at dawn, Your Holiness, with his rule." 
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■Never mind the rule," said Hie Pope. "Ugolino, do yon ever dream 

nig! its?" 

"Dream?" said tlie Cardinal. lie had often told his friends that serv- 

ing Pope Innocent might or might not be the world's most important 

job. as his flatterers said, hut it was certainly the most interesting, for 

one never knew quite where the mind of His Holiness might be. You 

would think vou had followed his thought, and then suddenly he 

would be challenging you from the opposite direction. Now Ugolino 

remembered one other tiring about the Pope. He might not believe 

what one told him, but il was very difficult to surprise him. So now 

the Cardinal of Ostia smiled. "As a matter of fact, I did have a dTeam 

last night." 

"Wh;it was it?" 

"Oh." said UgoKno, "I would not lake it too seriously" 

"Who said anything about taking it seriously? What did you 

dream?" 

Again the Cardinal spread his hands, palms up. "1 was a long time 
falling asleep. It was the first tun* I had seen that little madman, 
though I had beard about nun often enough." 

"Hut wnal did you dream?" persisted the Pope. 

"I was out on a lake/' said the Cardinal, "on Tiasimenc, which I 
crossed once when I was up in that Umbrian country. There was 
a sudden storm in my dream and a high wind, and the boat was 
Overloaded. Indeed, for a, moment I thought it was sinking. And 
then—** the Cardrna] paused and smiled. 

"And then — " 

"1 don't know how to put it." 

The Pope studied the fiicc in front of him. "Christ walking on the 

waters?" lie asked. Ins eyes narrowing. 

A look of Sadness came into the Cardinal's face, "Oh, no, my lord, 
i jot even in my dreams am I worthy to sec I lim. But there was a light, 
only I eould not see what was beyond the light, and there was a voice 
spoke though I eould not hear what the voice was saying." 

"A verv good figure for all of us," said the Pope thoughtfully. "And 

was that all?" 

"Not quite all," said the Cardinal, frown ing a little. "Of course," lie 
said, "this is what caused it all You see, the little madman was in the 
boat with me, and when the voice spoke, he scrambled out of the boat. 
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Naturally, I tried to stop him, but lie was too quick, and he began to 
walk on the water." 

"And he began to walk on the water?" said the Pope. 

"Yes, absurd, isn't it?" 

Hut the Pope did not smile. "There is something infections about 
his madness. I had a dream, ton. I dreamed thai I was hint; there in 
my great bed, and I could not sleep. Through the curtains "f my bed 

I could sec the Latcran Church. It was very close, and ui ii was small 
enough so that I could sec it all. It seemed as if I could put OUl a hand 
and touch it, and as 1 looked, the church began to lilt, as if il were 
faring to fall over my bed. When I tried to cry out, the voice was 
s dangled in my throat so that I could not make the servants either hy 

I I ie bed or at the door hear. And then," said the great Pope, "jus! as I 
ll louglit it would fall over the bed, a little man appeared and he shored 
up the wall on his shoulder, and it was steady. When the wall was 
quite straight again, the little man turned toward inc and it was—" 

"The little madman from Assist," said Ugoiiuo. 

Innocent nodded. 

"Bernard and Peter never struck me as fools," said Ugolino, watch- 
ing the Pope. "There is something catching about it," and he smiled 
as he had so often, to break with a jest a deadlock in men's minds. 

"I'm not sure," said the Pope thoughtfully, "that 1 should mind if 
this madness spread a liltle further. Have you read the rule?" 

"If you can call it that," said the Cardinal cautiously. 

"Does it make sense to you?" 

"Yes," said the Cardinal, "if you take those Gospel savings of theirs 
literally." 

"You're quite sure? You remember that's what the heretics arc al- 
ways doing." 

"Oh, this is totally different from the heretics." said the Cardinal. 
"There's no talk here of other people's sins or of the cormption of the 
Church, but only of making all things new again. They say the liltle 
fellow has been cleaning up and rebuild ing some little churches around 
Assist, at that." 

"I suspect that that's the way he sees it. Did you ask him what he 
meant by it all anyway?" 

"Oh, yes," said the Cardinal. "I told him thai all I could see wrong in 
Ilic rule— and mind you, I'm quite sure that although Peter and 
Bernard have put the points in some sort of order, the curious stuff of 
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the thing is his-I told him I could see no harm in it, hut it seemed to 
me that it was more than men could do. Then he asked me what I 
thought Our Lord meant when I le said those various hard sayings of 
His And when I began to tell him what some of the commentators 
had said, he reminded mc that he was a simple man, and though he 
honored Jerome and Augustine as holy men and great fathers of the 
Church, vet he did not want anything of them. All he wauled to do, he 
said, was' to behave as if Christ were there in Umbra, and they WCTJ 
His twelve disciples. Simple enough, isn't it?" said the Grind ££g 
But the Pope paused as if he had caught the sound of some distant 
voice and then he said thoughtfully, "Christ in Umbna! Brother 
Uriino. no one puis us, however much the; may desp.se us, among 
the world's fools; and we work long days and we wake longer nights. 
and God only knows what shall come of our best counsels. Christ in 
Umbra? Let the little man ley it" 

So the Pope summoned Francis, and he told h.n. that he might go 
on with the way of life indicated in the rule, and lie gave him the re- 
Sensibility for' the guidance o£ the fraternity. Then id «**>!*_« 
nrcseuce, the hicthreu promised obedience to Francis, and Mancis 
promised obedience to the Pope. Innocent would have ordained 
FtanciS priest on the spot, but he declared himself quite unwortln . All 
be would ag.ee to was the diaconate for himself, and the small tonsurt 
for the brethren not vet in orders. As for parchment or written license, 
the* were quite unnecessary once the Pope had spoken. 

When H.e Pope had given his blessing, Francis, followed by his 
brethren, went out of the audience chamber a. if literally he were 
walking on the bodiless air. The great Pope looked after him and for 
the first time in all his years he wished he were the young Lothario 
Coiiti again, and the world young to be saved by hi. faith and good w.l . 
Then he turned in a businesslike way to the Cardinal of Ostia and said, 
"Watch this venture. Curb the wind if you can. my lord. 

3 

But since they stopped frequently on the way back to preach, or to 
work in the fields for their bread, or to visit lepers, or even to clean up a 
neglected church, the autumn was well advanced when Francs and his 
companions relumed to Assisi. Francis would have gone straight to the 
brethren at the Portiuncula, but Brother Bernard pom ted out that m 
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view of the Bishop's friendly leller lo l he Pope il was haidlv courteous 
nor to tell him of their success. So it was agreed that they should go to 
the Bishop's palace before they took ilic mod to the plain. Francis was 
i bsappointed* therefore, when they reached the Bishop's palace to find 
that the Bishop had already had a messenger from the Girdinal of 
( >stia, and that the Cardinal was disposed to take a real interest in llie 
future of the new brotherhood. 

"The Cardinal has writ ten to the Abbot Simon," said Cuido, "and 
I lie Benedictines have given me the deed to the Portiuncula and to 
the land around it." 

But Francis would still have none of it. "My lord," he said, "we have 
espoused My Lady Poverty and we cannot accept any deeds to properly. 
We have the Pope's approval for this, too," said Francis. 

"But do you not see," said the Bishop, when Francis had told his 
wonderful story all over again, "this doesn't mean that he has approved 
any rule for you? It means simply that he has given permission for you 
to try to see what you can do. And you may be sure that any approval 
of a rule will depend," said the Bishop severely, "on the use you male 
of this opportunity. What do you think the Cardinal of Ostia will 
report to the Pope if you fling this generous gift of the Benedictines 
hack in his face?" 

Francis was adamant. They had the Popc^s permission. Nobody 
could gainsay that. In vain the Bishop appealed to Bernard. "Are you 
not the leader of this undertaking? I'm sure it was because be saw the 
mission in the hands of so experienced a man as yourself that the 
Cardinal of Ostia recommended you to His Holiness." 

But Bernard was emphatic. Francis was the leader, and if he said 
t licy could not accept the Benedictines' deed, then that was the end of 
the matter. 

Appealed to again, Francis took refuge in whimsy. "What do vou 
think we should do with the Abbot's parchment down at the Portiun- 
cula? Thrust it up under the caves where the winter rains will drip on 
it through the thatch and spoil the fine writing?" he asked. 

"You don't need to take it down there," said the Bishop in exaspera- 
t ion. "You ca n leave it here with mc." 

"That is true," said Peter, who had been watching the altercation. 
1 'You need never touch the deed. 1 1 can remain in the Bishop's hands." 

Francis would still have none of it. "I should be then the hypocrite 
that my father called me," he said, and his face darkened, and Peter 
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knelt dawn and asked for his forgiveness. "It is hard for a lawyer 10 
forgel his craft." said Francis. And then at die pain on Peter's face, he, 
too, knelt down and asked forgiveness in turn. 

So the Bishop was forced to report to his friend the Abbot that then 
kindle arrangement had come to nothing. "Never mind," said Simon. 
"Wi th the deed or without, we will not disturb them, and they will In- 
sure at least of a roof for the winter." 

But he had reckoned without Francis. As soon as the brethren at the 
Portiuncula had welcomed them with delight, and the priest Sylvester 
had led them in singing a Te Denm in the little church, Francis told 
his companions that they musl give up the Portiuncula. It was a blow, 
for all through the summer the brethren who had been left at home 
had worked hard at dealing away some of the land around the little 
church and making a garde... Tl.cy had even raised some walls at the 
side of the church, which would take only thatching to gl ve theW 
shelter in tlic whiter. Bui Francis shuddered when they showed Imu 
their handiwork so proudh/, and he told then, that this was only the 
beginning of temptation. If they went OO with the little shelter by Un- 
church, ll.rv would be presently taking the Benedictines* deed, and 
then they would be holing themselves up in a fortress here when with- 
out the fields were white with lite harvest to be reaped. In vain « l,,L ' 
brethren who hud remained reminded Francis that they had preached 
and worked in the fields and tended the lepers, and their work at the- 
Portiuncula had in uo way interfered with their living the kind of life 

he had taught them. 

But Framis was obdurate. For him, a shadow had come over their 
loved refuge. Me., have heard the angels singing here," he said, "but 
1 tell you the devils are closing in." So he left the Portmncula, and 

while the brethren went out to help the farmers witli the harvest and 
so win bread for the lepers, and lor themselves, and for the poor who 
had taken to coming to the little church, Krancis to<* Brother Giles 
wiih hun and went to I< ©kfor a new spol where thej might settle-m a 
desolate region in the plain below Slid Damiano. It was in a loop of the 
little river, the Rivo Toiln. tlial Francis found what he was looking 
fOV, a deserved harn or shaek of wcathcrbcatCu timber with the freshen- 
ing autumn wind blowing through the broken slats of the wall, and 
the torn thatch swinging .u/.k in the sunlight. 
"Nil one has been here for years/" said Giles. 
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"That is why I asked you to conic with inc. 1 Live ymi ever heard of 
.my man owning this wilderness?" 

And Giles who had lived in this region all his life could not remem- 
ber, As a boy he bad followed a stray calf !<■ the loop of the river and 
been frightened by his playmates with tales of ghosts who had been 

heard in the ruined shed. The roof was fairly intact then, hnl there 
were bats under the caves, and the boys had Frightened each other out 

fil the place soon enough. Even Ihc tales of ihc haunted ruin had been 
forgotten in the intervening vcars, and Giles was quite sure that they 
would not be troubled by any claims of ownership. So in the next 
weeks when there was a little time in the early morning before thej 
went to the Portiuncula for Mass, or in the evening when they bad 
returned from the harvest or from preaching in the neighboring vil- 
lages, Francis led his companions in patching the rain-gutted walls and 
replacing the decaying thatch. And as thev stuffed the spaces between 
I he planks of the walls with mud, Francis happily bade Leo write down 
I hat henceforth all the shelters of the Companions should be of wood 
and mud and thatch. "Stone is a temptation," he said. "A man with a 
stone house is tied to the earth." 

"But at least wc can use the little chureh," said Sylvester wistfully. 

"Only," said Francis, "until we can have a wooden church. For 
rlmrches, also, should lie made poor and simple so that men will not be 
tempted to adorn the stone and the mortar but will think only of the 
miracle of the presence of God that is forever renewed within their 
walls." But it was too late now to think oi building a clmpcl o>f wood 
i nd mud; so Sylvester continued to go to the Portiuncula to say Mass 
On its ancient stone altar, and the peasants continued to come in now 
mid then to receive the sacraments, or to bring a child for baptism, or to 
ask Sylvester to conic and visit the sick and dying. When they came 
back from the market and tried to make little offerings to Sylvester of 
I he coins they had brought with tbeiu, Francis hade Sylvester refuse 
them. "For presently you will have a treasury for the church, and then 
Ihc robbers will be tempted to break in. But let them give us food, 
winch will sustain all the brethren; and whatever is left over, we can 
give to the lepers and the poor." He was quite inflexible on this point. 
When the son of one prosi>erous farmer sent a handsome copper 
pitcher full of wine to Sylvester for a gift for his services to his father 
mi his (tcathlxrd. Francis bade Svlvester return the copper pitcher 
when they had drunk the wine. However, the farmer insisted on re- 
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placing the copper pitcher wi th two clay pitchers full of country wine 
and these Francis allowed Sylvester to keep, fur in the rough red 
country earthenware there could he no temptation. 

When the winter rains came, and it was no longer possible to work 
in the fields, and even the road to the leper hospital was deep in mud, 
then Francis proudlv gathered up all his brethren into the little hut at 
Rivo Toito. Their ten now had grown to a score, and Bernard, who 
could never quite give over Ins habit of cartful planning, asked Francs 
how the little hut could hold so many. 

"It will be like a choir," said Francis gaily, "and each man will have 
his little stall against the wall, and there will be a space down the 
middle where we can pass." So Francis bade the brethren lie down 
each with his head to the wall and bis feet to the center of the hut and 
as he said, there was jusl room for each of the twenty to stretch out 
on his straw and lo turn without jabbing his neighbors ribs. Likewise, 
between Ibcir bare feet their was an aisle down which one might |USt 
pass. "Is it not like a church choir, Brother Sylvester? asked Francs, 
surveying the recumbent brethren with pride. 
" Yes. " said the priest, "if every ma n keep lus place and sing m tune. 
So Francis bade Sylvester lead them in a simple little office, with one 
side answering the other in a rude chant- Sylvester oficred to teach the 
whole cmnnunv some of the Psalms of the Hour* that they nught pra.sc 
God in proper fashion. Hut Francis, who had seen the anxiety on the 
faces of Giles and Juniper, bade him remember that not all the brctbic n 
knew latin. So (or the canonical hours Sylvester had to be contort 
with a VCiy simple chanting of the Paternoster, with a rhapsodic para- 
phrase which Francis added to each petition, and a few ant.phonal 
verses of pra.se for a close. And when the sin gcrs for cold and wanness 
flawed, Francis WOllld take a couple of sticks and. mimicking a vol- 
plavcr, would sing until presently the whole laughing company was 
singing with bin.: -There .s not a fairer choir in Christendom said 
Francis with delight U the rain beat on the thatch above then heads, 
and the voices rose, rough and warm. Outs.de some shepherds, bringing I 
in the last shavs of their flocks, heard the singing; and two of the lepe 1 1, 
bogged in the mud on their way back to the hospital, heard l. to,,. 
And so the legend was started that the angels were singing .not only as 
of old about Saint Man- of the Angels, as the peasants of the region 
were accustomed to call the Porthinciila, but also about the thatched 
eaves of the little shed in the bend of the Rivo Torto. 
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But it was not all singing that winter in the hut, {or though the 
lirdhrcn huddled together for warmth, the nnrtli wind found its 
i nger's breadth under the eaves, and the rain washed away the mud. 
flu-re was hunger, too. There was little work on the land, and too many 
fcugars were knocking at the doors of the villages and the [aims and 
l veil the houses of Assisi. The beggars must Ik taken care of first, too. 
Many a night Francis led the grace over a pot of porridge thai had been 
liberally watered that there might be enough thin gniel for twenty 
men. 

One night one of the younger brethren, the son of a prosperous 

Farmer, awoke screaming with fright and brought half the brethren 

tumbling to his side. "I am dying with hunger!" he cried, and when a 
wood faggot had been lighted, and all the startled sleepers looked upon 
flic frightened youth clutching his thin belly. Brother Juniper laughed 
ind bade him tie the cord lower. 

"A little pinch ing outside and you will not feel the pinching inside," 
uid Juniper. "You farmers don't know how more experienced men of 
the world handle these things." 

And the young man, embraced by the flickering light of the faggot 
.mil the anxious hovering of his brethren, was ashamed and hid his 
face in his arms and began to weep. But Francis went to the shelf near 
i In- door, which Brother Giles had built so that any food left over for a 
' lunec beggar might be safe from the rats that scampered through the 
Open door, and took a few crusts of bread and offered them to the 
young brother. But when he refused to eat the crusts which he eyed 
ravenously, Francis sat down at his side and began to gnaw com- 
p-mionably at a crust, assuring him that hunger was nothing to be 
■shamed of. And he apologized to all his brethren that lie had not 
thought enough of the patient beasts that carried their valiant spirits, 
lod the next day he sent Giles and Leo up into Assisi to beg for bread. 
1 1 icy like their beggars liandsomc, these finickv townsmen of ours," 
be laughed. "The country folk in the plain here are less fussy." 

Then," said Brother Juniper, "let us you and I, Brother Francis, go 
■ t her into the 6clds. Nobody is meaner-looking than we." 

I hat night there was enough for all to eat, but Leo and Giles re- 
ported that more than one door had been shut in their faces. -Ap- 
parently their refusal of the Benedictines' gift was known in the town, 
lot there were several who taunted them and said, "Go up to the 
Benedictines: and let them take care of their own." 
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A, i.l among the fanners there were one ot two. also, who asked, "Are 

von I? When vou might be living at the Port,,,,,, a, phng you,- 

-,, Ives n,. in a sty that is worse even than the lepers have? 
■•But the Portiuneula belongs to God arfFra""'- 
■Then let God take rate of his own," retorted the fanner. And the 

Mrirtk* Francis had no. heard for a long time was spat at Inn, 

was muWcr emboldened one of the peasants to thrust open the doo 
of t r Wk hed at Rivo Torto before the brethren had arisen on 
1™, 5, while the astonished .» blinked in the gray winter 
dawn, the churl shouted. "Come in here, ass, and ,0,,. yon, Wta. 
Before m of then, could move, he .hove the annual into the a«leb* 
tween their feci and bade the creature make himself at home The 
ZZJtZ n-lv routed by the laughter of the brethren, bat the a 

SS h ,1-1 „. leave the dried hay »^^X 5 ult 

And when Pond! bepU. to ten.onstra te with the peasant lie s „lk» 
fellow insisted that he had bought the land on which the shack stood 
, harvest M «, and it was tinrc that he drove the squatteB W . j 
Tbm was nothing for it but to return to the chapel of h Jta » 
cul. But though Pilgrims had lain on its stone floor for centum* 
•„ e too many for continuous occupation^ Francis wcntuj 
■ctcr atari t" W the Abbot Simon on Monte SubasKX II,. 
Lrter a. the *,tc did not recognize them and he sco Idcd then,. 
C been nothing but beggars all white.," he aid, and the cook* M 
wejTV even of baking their bread. 

But when the Abbot saw Peter and Francis, he «cbuned «■ lu , 
■•„ is ; , po.„ return ur friendliness that you starve do,™ there , ,th 

°"^'na:~l the winter," said Francis stoutly, "but wc I. 

been driven from «uf nest and called squatters. 

feed von before wc talk. No man's -esc, was ever sharpened Ij 
Wer » And when he OT Hut FOncn and FttCf ate but a htUe ol tM 
X of bread and An* I he res! into their sleeps, .he Abb. «tf 
his servant away for more loa.es. "Look," sa.d he. ".E you w.1l not lab 



a gift, let us Ten. it to you.' 



Slit, It I >** ivi" ^« ••- j- — 

%ut wherewithal should wc pay rent? asked Francis. 
"Pav us in kind with what you have there." 
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"I do not know what you would find," said Francis. "Even if we 
cleared the ground, it would be a long time to a crop. But wait a 
minute— " he said. "I noticed that the loaches were running in the 
Stream as we came away." 

"! .nit is coming," said the Abbot. "A basket of loaches! That shall 
lie your rent." 

"But we shall lodge there, my lord, onlv so long as we pav our rent." 

"Yes, a basket full of loaches c\-cry L.ent ."' 

"It is but for now," said) Francis with surprising cfltriSon. 

"As long as yon like," said the Abbot. 

So they went back to the Portiuncula, and as soon as the warm spring 
SUn had dried Out some of the bushes and a patcli of earth. Francis and 
liis companions built a shed like the one at Rivo Tort-o, of wattle and 
mud. They laid saplings across for a roof, and with mud and dried 
leaves from the floor of tlic wood ncai-by they made themselves a 
dormitory to which they might come back from the day's labors, for 
now that the fields were drying, the fanners were cleaning out their 
barns and beginning to plow, and there was work for a man to do. So 
there was food, and when Mass was said in the morning and the 
brethren started out for the day's labor, it was possible to leave one of 
I hem behind to prepare tlie meat for the evening. 1 1 wa s a happy home. 
coming when the brethren who had been nursing the lepers, and the 
brethren who had been begging in the town and preaching, and the 
brethren who had been working in the fields heard the Angchis and 
lurned their faces home, for now there was a steaming pot to crouch 
around in their hut as they lord of the day's adventures. 

Hut even this pleasant arrangement had its problems. One dav 
Frauds came home lo find the young brother who had been left in 
charge of the preparation of the supper standing in front of the little 
hut looking down the road. 

"What are you waiting for, Brother Angelo?" asfced Francis. 

"Thank God somebody has come!" replied the young brother. 

"W hat do you mean?" And then Francis noticed how excited the 
youth was. Usually Angelo TflHati was a rather composed youth, as 
was t» be expected of a young man who had already made his mark as a 
knight. But now his eyes were shining, and Francis' heart went out to 

him, 

AVIiat happened?" said Francis. Now a couple of the other brcth- 
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ten had come back from San Lazzaro, and Francis saw the glint in the 

youth's eyes as thev waited in expectancy. 

"Some* robbers camel" he said. "Tbl« of them, and his vo.ee rang 
out with excitement. 

"But what is there to steal here? " asked Francis. 
"Thev tried to steal our supper! The supper of the brethren! 
"Perhaps thev were hungry/' said Francis. The youth s face fell, and 
then a look of indignation replaced the excitement. Francs had worried 
about him when he first came, for he had looked like someone who 
might be swept away by an enthusiasm, and Franeis was not sure how 
Lone he would stay. . 

'They l.icd to seize the food," said AngeLo, "and I told them the 
food was being prepared for honest men who were laboring for the* 
supper and not for thieves and wastrels like them! 

But now it was Francis* eve that Bashed. "What a Hide way to talk 
10 people!" And then as the hoy's indignation collapsed like a pricked 
1,1,'hle,. Francis moved in on him inexorably, "How do you think men 
wll ever be won to love Cod and repent of their sua if you treat them 
so rudely when they come lo you?" I 

-But," said the young brother, growing a little angry now in Ins dis- 
appointment, "it was my charge to protect the food of the brethren. 
"It is vouc charge," said Francis as the hrethren gathered aiound to 
feed the hungry. Which way did they go, these 'robbers of yours? 
"Thev went over to the wood toward San Danliano." 
-Hien go, and when vou have found them, kneel down and apolo- 
gize to then, lor the way you have talked, and bid them come back 
fnd sup with us." The as he saw the youth look at the wood and at 
the skv where the sun was already beginning to d.p toward sunset, 
Frauds took compassion on him, and he asked Brother Giles to go 
with him. Then as he saw Giles look hungrily in the direction of the 
steannng pot, Francis promised, "We will wait for you. 

It was dark before Angelo and Giles brought the three robbers back. 
The latter had lain down to sleep in the wood, a little ashamed that 
they had let one man rout the.n. but there had been stones of angels 
ami of devils about the strange company in the clcanng around the 
Portiuncula. Then, too, the young brother had been so indignant that 
they had not been sure that he did not hare idnforcemen $ withal 
hcariuE- So thev had wasted the afternoon, and now. when the young 
brother flung himself at then feet and Giles stood by watching, one of 
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t lie robbers remembered that they iiacl heard tliat these men were mad, 
h>o; and another decided that if tlicrc were more reserves like Giles in 
the company, perhaps they had be tier accept a fair invitation to supper. 
So the robbers came back, and when they reached the house by the 
I'ortinncula and found all the brethren still waiting With watering 
mouths around the steaming pot, they looked at each other in astonish- 
mint. When Francis in the name of all the brethren invited them to 
sit down and take their portion first, one of tbein looked at the others 
and said, "Indeed, they arc mad!" 

But one of the robbers, who was not much older than Brother 
Angelo himself, said, "It is a miracle!" and he began Co eat hungrily. 
Only when they had all eaten and had said grace did Francis ask them 
why they lived by robbery when they might live like honest men. 

One of the robbers rose abruptly then and thanked Francis for Ins 
food but asked if he might be excused the sermon. There was a little 
cry of anger among tbc brethren at the insult, but Francis bade them 
Ik- still. What they had given, they had given freely for t he love of God, 
and no man could be compelled to take what God himself had left man 
tree to accept or reject. So Francis bade his companions let the man go; 
and as he watched him go, Francis began to weep. Brother Angelo 
wept, too, and then one of the robbers— the young one— began to weep, 
and he threw himself at Francis' feet and begged liim to let him slay 
with them. 

But Peter Catanii looked grave; so when Francis, drying his tears, 
had embraced the wring jobber, he asked Peter why he did not rejoice, 
too. 

"'What credit do you think it will do us with the Bishop or the 
Cardinal when it gets around that we are a refuge for thieves?" asked 
the canon lawyer. 

"Ft was a thief who went first with Christ to Paradise," said Francis. 
And then he turned to the other robber. 

But he said only, "Give me lime to think." In the morning he was 
cone; but the young robber arose with the brethren and when he had 
listened to Mass, he sought out Brother Uo and asked him lo hear 
liis confession that he might again be a member of the Church and 
U-gin to work his way to some deserving of the new fellowship that had 
embraced him. And Francis laughed gaily and called him Brother 
Angelo's convert and bade him follow Brother Angelo, whose turn it 
was now to go into the fields and look for woik. 
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By now Francis was used to the resentment of the families from 
whom he snatched his converts. In vain he assured them that (he eldest 
son who left his father's fields, or the young lord who rode down the 
drawbridge of his ancestral castle, or the young merchant who tore 
himself away from his father's shop or left the caravan to find its way 
home without him, or even the young student who gave up his 
studies at the university, or the priest who left his chaplaincy in the 
house of a noble lord, would in the brotherhood of the Poor Penitent s 
return riches beyond any hope he had taken from those who relied on 
him. Francis knew that it was not only the secular powers of this world 

who blamed him, but the great doctors at the university who saw thcii 
brightest hopepul on beggar's dress and take to wandering through tlu- 
fields, and the bishop who had at last seen a worthy shepherd installed 

in an unruly parish— these, too, were disturbed. "What would happen 

to the world," said one indignant bishop who met Francis on the road, 
"if all Of us left our places and turned vagabonds?" 

II seemed as if the return to the Portimicula were a signal foi re 
emits to flood in, for Francis was kept so busy receiving new brethren 
and coining to know what manner of men they were, and deciding 
what work they could best do, that he quite forgot about the world 
outside. It seemed to him sometimes that he was like the mother ol a 
busy household, with no time to think of anything beyond the in i 

mediate personal needs of her children, lie was shocked when this 

absorption of his was brought home lo him by the news toward the 
end of the next autumn that the I-ady Pica had died. Some of the 
beggars had brough t it, passing on, as was their wont, scraps out of the ii 
budget of gossi p. Sylvester the priest said the Vespers for the Dead fc >t 
her in the little chapel of the I'ortiuncula, and Francis and all the 
brethren who were at home knelt and made the responses as be* I 
they could. And then Francis and Leo went up to their old parish 
church of San Nicolo, where she lay in front of the altar wilh tapers 
burning at her head and feet. 

Francis took one look at the still face, looking so cleai and haughtx 
and aloof against the white linen folds, and he began to shake with 
sobs. His brother Angcto, who had been watching the bier, turned :ii 
the sound and started tip with an angry hiss, "Murderer!" And then i 
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couple of the servants laid hold upon him, and Leo took Francis' arm 
and pulled him away. 

There were a good many people in (he church oi Francis' childhood. 
Francis saw them only as dim shapes us he made his way to the door, 

and ihe stranger that his mother's face had become to him seemed to 

Fiancis a symbol of all that old life in Assist. But the nexl morning 
when the priest Sylvester had said the Mass for ihe Dind al die Porti- 
uncula, Francis came out of the little church to find a horseman wait- 
ing fur him. He was a handsome young fellow in :i bright cloak, and 
with his recent return to Assisi still in his mind and the shade of that 

old life around bun, Francis noted that it was good solid stud such as 

might have come from the shop of 15crnardone. And with an effort 
Francis, peering into the face of the young man, recognized another 
young cousin of the Offrcducci. 

"Paul, I think you are," he said. 

'Ilic young man's face lighted and then sobered. "I bring you a 
message front the Lady Clare," he said. 

"Come," said Francis, leading hiin aside where they could sit on a 
broken tombstone. 

"She heard," the young man began awkwardly, and then he plunged, 
"she thought you ought to know that the women who watched with 
your mother (old everybody she died content. She spoke of the proph- 
ecy of the beggar at the door that great things would come of that 
child, and she said she was sore that great things would come." I le 
tinned aside as Francis put his head in his hands, but he was still there 
when Francis looked up. 

"I put her in Our Lady's keeping long ago," he said gently. "E knew 
she would not fail." 'Ilicn he saw that the young man still lingered. 
"He must be curious," he thought, and aloud he said, "Would you like 
bo come in and sec our church?" 'I "hen he took the young man over to 
look at the dormitory and at the new workshop for the making of 
Woden bowls and wooden spoons where some of the older brethren, 
who were not used to working in the fields, and the sick, might yet earn 
I Inn bread. lie pi eked up a rough fiddle which lay on the bench and tic 
■truck the strings, and he began to sing a little French hunting song 
win* li he used to sing with the young heir of the Offrcducci and his 
Other friends. At that the grave young man smiled. Then they went 
mil again, but the young man still lingered. 

"I wonder,'" thought Francis. And then as they stood in front of the 
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church, the young man seemed to gather up his courage. "That was 
not an the Ladv Clare bade me S4V to you. The family has told her that 
She lias dallied long enough, and like a good Christian woman she must 

Francis looked at the young man. He looked a good deal older than 
his years DOW, aaid « Francis thought of the young girl, drawing her 
veil across her race on the gallery so long ago, the sweetness of the lihf 
iu tlie sarcophagus came hack to him. 
"She lias sent mc to as* if She may join your company." 
"But you have seen thai there is no place for a woman here." 
"She will go wherever you tell her," said the young man. "But si 
wants you to receive her vows." 

"But a single woman—" said I/rands. "Even if it were a company 

angels — , _, 

But the young man smiled. "You do not know my cousin. She 

qui be sure there are others who will join her." 
"But oui way ol life-" and Francis spread his hands as if toembrai 

all the clearing. 

The young nun laughed. "She told me you would say that, and si 
bade mc ask you who it was who followed Christ to the Cross, and wl 
was up first on Easter morning." 

Ami ,is Francis' eve sparkled, the young man knew that the La< 
Claw had won her point. 'Tell her," said Francis simply, "to let n 
know when she is coming." But the young man went off with shining 
eves, for a moment reminding Francis of his own days^of impossible 
dreams, and he thought to himself, "He will come, too." 

That night when Frauds told Bernard and Peter of Lady Clare, they 
looked at him as it he had at last taken leave of his senses. "The Lady 
Clare!" said Bernard, as if by repetition of the name he might reduce 
the problem to manageable size. "She is one of the richest heiresses in 
Assisi. Did you ever know the Offrediicci to let anything slip out of 
th-eir grasp?" f | 

But Peter looked thoughtful "Even when 1 was in the Bishops 

house, they said the I ady Clare was tailing of becoming a nun. And I 
remember the Abbot said once that her fortune would put that convenl 
on Monte Subasio on its feet. Bui the Bishop asked the Abbot Simon 
did he really think that the Offrcducei would let the Lady ClanVl 
fortune get 'into the Benedictines' or anybody else's hands but thai 
own" 
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"Brother Peter," said Francis with relief, "I hat is an idea. 'Hie Prior- 
■ .j! San Paolo, thank God, is a much simpler woman than her brother 
on I he hill. She gives her good bread with only a prayer and a blessing, 
.mil she never preaches any sermons about order, or taking, thought for 
I lie morrow." 

I lappily for us," said Bernard dryly. 

"Jliank you, Brother Peter," said Frauds. "That is the answer. We 
Will receive our Lady Clare here, and then we Will take tier to the 
Prioress." 

"Rut H you think," said Peler, "that the Benedictines will let her out 
of their hands while she is there — " 

"She will come with empty hands," said Francis gaily. "Tomorrow 
«c must clean out the church that it may be fine for the Lady Clare." 

"You don't think she's coming tomorrow night, do \0u?" asked 
Bernard, relieved to find that the scandal was not likely to be un- 
manageable. 

"No one knows," said Francis, "when the bride comcth." And they 
all laughed. 

But Bernard was Surprised the next day when Francis before dawn 
iroused Leo and Giles and told them to go up to the old Cathedral of 
Santa Maria Maggiore and take the blessed palms from the Bishop's 
hands and bring them back here to their altar. And not for the first 
lime Peter marvelled that Francis who thought so seldom of the 
world's opinion yet so often remembered to remind the Bishop that 
though they might live like outlaws down in the thicket here, they did 
not forget that they were members of his flock. 

Leo and Giles brought back more tlian the blessed palms from the 
Solemn Mass in the Cathedral at Assisi that Palm Sunday of 1212. 
I hey had thought it proper to hang back until the last among the halt 
■nd the ragged with whom was their proper place. And so they had seen 
the Iddy Clare kneeling there m her place by the wall near one of the 
I Ifircducci tombs. She had looked like a vision from paradise, dressed 
hi her richest gown, gleaming with jewels. Her mother and her sisters 
lltd tlieii cousins, who had been among the first to go up to the altar 
1 i.l take their palms from the Bishop, were standing around her, but 
with her bowed head she seemed frozen in her place. Then I he Bishop 
iw her, and he came down from the sanctuary and handed a palm to 
Iter, blessing her as he gave it to her, and her face, that liad been so 
I kiIc, flushed, and as the Bishop handed the palm to her, he smiled so 
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vlipped out of the darkness into the torchlight, and then behind, an- 
other slim figure. Now the veiled figure flung aside its cloak, and the 
l.i<ly Clare stood there, shining like one of the blessed in the dress 
which she had worn in the Cathedral that morning, While the 
brethren stood dazzled ar her jewels sparkling in the warm torchlight, 
\he came and flung herself at Francis' feet. And as Francis looked down 
into the face now turned to his, so frankly as if this young woman were 
offering all of herself in her clear gray eyes, Francis raised her and 
lightly embraced her, scarcely touching the soft shoulders under the 
rich gown. Then the Lady Clare presented her companion to him, licr 
cousin, Pacifica di Cudfuccio. 

Francis took Clare by the hand. Now the singing of the brethren 
rose to a triumphal paean , and so they came through the woods. When 
they reached the little church, all the brethren stood around in an arc 
about the low entrance, and then as many as could get into the little 
church went in to help Brother Sylvester sing the Te Deum. Some 
shepherds, upon whom the night had fallen in their quest for some 
strayed sheep, heard the singing in a wood nearby. One of them was 
terrified and said, "It is magic," but the other said, "It is only the 
angels that have come back again to St. Mary's." 

When the sen-ice was over, Clare knelt down on the steps of the 
altar, and she put her hands between Francis', and she swore the three 
vows of chastity, and obedience, and poverty. Francis cut off her shin- 
ing tresses and held them up so that they gleamed like gold in the torch- 
light; then he laid them with the bright flowers on the altar. And Clare 
went out of the church with bowed head with her cousin following 
behind. When she came around the corner of the church in a few 
minutes, all her fine robes had gone, and she stood in front of tlie altar 
in a plain gray dress such as the peasant women wore, and Francis tied 
the rope girdle about her slim waist, and over her shorn head he laid a 
length of black linen. Taking her hand, he turned her to face the 
brethren, and as their eyes shone in the torchlight, Clare's clear eyes 
fell, and the blood glowed in her pale checks. Then, still singing, with 
Francis leading Clare by the hand, they went with flaring torches 
through the: woods to the little Benedictine Convent of San Paolo 
in the marsh beyond. 

They had a hard time waking the portress, and she shrieked at the 
sight of all tlie torches, but Francis stepped forward, and he called out, 
"Mother, it is I, Francis." Presently the Prioress herself spoke 
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st ,arply from the window above. "Wta I « V™ doing here at this hour, 

K Z"— d gaily. "Mother MM « »a,e brought you 

"'She cted the shutter with a srwp, and in a moment she was star,* 
in. in the doorway with a little huddle of nuns at her back. 

••What follv is this of yours. Francis?" she said still more sharp £ 
Then as Francis bade the brethren go back to the Fortiuncnla, she 
opened the door wider and she saw Clare standing by Franc* 
^A beggar?" And then as Clare knelt down ,n front of her. he old 
woman total a. he, keenly. "A rope and a ve,!," she sa,d. What 
trollop is this, Francis?" ., 

••Look." said Francis, "surely, you have seen the Lad, Clare 
The candle in the Prioress' hand nearly fell to the ground. Do you 
know wl i:it you are doing, cither of you?" 

"ftrtecUy, mother." said Clare, speaking in a low vo.ee that jet 
thrilled through .he stillness of the night. "Hun* taken my vows u. the 
Portiuncula between the hands of Francis here 
"So we have asked your shelter, mother," said lraneis. 
•Son* loo soon," said the old won.an, and she pulled Clare and her 
JLE through [he door and shut it. In a moment ^looked out the 
window again, "This is mischief enough for one ■*£-» 

l),,l Francis laughed, "Cod will reward you, mother he called 
™n, S neiiig. he started back with Brother Leo to the Portiuncula 
% nd .33. sav, Brother Leo," he said as they stumbled over an oh 
root, "that drains never have their perfect fulfillment even ,n tin. 

W °The next day Francis had a difficult time getting the brethren out 
to their dav's l.lks. It seemed that everybody had some excuse for re- 
ma ,mg home. -Ihey wnt to see the fnn," said [i-te-lM 

noisy company of relatives and Ktvaafe of th« Ofi-educa into the 
ht XVltlrLis barred his way in Cronl of the dmnft, the tote young 
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man threw himself upon Francis, snatching the front of his tunic and 
shaking him. There was a rush from the waiting brethren, but Francis 
bade than stand back. Then with surprising strength, lie thrust down 
i he hand of the irate young man. "Are yon a Christian?" he asked. 

"\ Christian! You incontinent rascal!" thundered the angry young 
nun. "Where have you hidden my sister?" 

"You can look," said Francis, opening his hands. "But remember 
this is the house of Cod, and these poor shacks arc under the protec- 
t ion of the Bishop and our lord, the Pope." 

"More of your romantic nonsense," sneered Francis" erstwhile 
friend. "If you think you can bully me with any notion that the Pope 
has any time to think of such trash as this!" The young Martin tore 
through the church. He bellowed when he saw the golden locks still 
lying on the altar, but when he thrust his hand toward them, Francis 
ugain barred his way. 

"Mass has been said at this altar," he said, "and it will be sacrilege if 
vou touch anything on it. 

There was an uncomfortable muttering among his fellows, and the 
young man drew back, shaking his 6st in Francis' face. Then he tore 
through the shacks, jabbing the straw savagely with his sword and dash- 
ing the wooden bowls and spoons to the earth. Bnt there was obviously 
no place for anvone or anything to hide. In the little shed leaning 
ugainst the church, he found Clare's rich dress, and he flung it with 
anger in the dust and trampled on it. It was at that moment that one 
of his men came up and whispered to him. 
"So you took her to the Benedictines!" he roared. 
"She is in God's keeping," said Francis stoutly. 
Having made a wreck of the PortiuncuJa, the angry young man and 
Ms followers rode off toward the Benedictine Convent. But as Francis 
had said, the birds flew swiftly between the convent and the abbey, for 
when the Assisians reached the priory, they found that not only were 
several Benedictine servants waiting nut a couple of stalwart servants 
of the Bishop, too. And the Prioress not only told Martin what she 
thought of his manners in a fashion that made all his companions fall 
back as the sight of the guardsmen ha d not, but she produced t he Lady 
Clare, who Stood there calm and unflinching before her brother and 
told him plainly that she had come of her own free will and had made 
her vows in proper form, and he knew where he must go if those vows 
WCTC to be broken. To the astonishment of Francis, the Lady Clare was 
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the calmest of all those involved in tlic day's transactions, and her 
brothel was forced to go back. 

The next clay the Bishop sent for Francis, and with Bernard and 
Peter, Francis went up to face him. The Bishop was still smarting f nun 
what seemed to him a trick, for his servants had reported to him that 
the duds in the convent wen* in fear of their lives from Clare's family. 
On the other hand, when the Bishop had sent for the head of the 
family, Clare's uncle Monaldo, and had asked him why lie had not 
controlled his nephew better;, Monaldo declared that his men had told 
him that Clare had flonri shed the palm which the Bishop had given her 
in their faces as evidence of his approval. The Bishop Ihcrcforc had 
decided that Clure had better be sent to the convent of Sarif Angclo on 
Monte Snbasio, where the brethren from San Benedetto could come to 
Hie nuns' rescue. And he added a little tartly that if Francis had 
tfaoughj of embarking on a career of stealing ladies from their homes, 
he had belter reconsider it fast. 

Bui a little more than a week later, Agnes, the younger sister of 
Clare, stole out of the family stronghold and took her way with an old 
servant up Monte Subasio to the convent and announced that she had 
come to join her sister. Clare at once sent word to Francis at the 
Porliiuicnki, and the nnxious Benedictine sisters appealed to the 
Bishop. But bef ore cither could move, Monaldo, the uncle of the girls, 
had appealed at the Benedictine convent with a dozen armed knights. 
And though Agnes clung to the very altar, they penetrated the en- 
closure and dragged her to the door. The frightened girl cried to her 
sister to save her, and Clare ran lo take her place at the altar. The 
nuns cried out stoutly at the sacrilege, and as Monaldo dragged his 
niece down the rough mountain side with the thorns and the brambles 
catching at her hair and taring her dress, the frightened girl clutched 
at the very earth and screamed to her sister for help. 

Suddenly the knight who had been helping Monaldo drag his niece 
found that' she had become like lead, rooted to the ground, and he was 
unable to more her further. Astonished, lie went to join his com- 
panions now making baste to put a distance between themselves and 
the threats of the nuns, which already had begun in their abashed 
cars to assume the proportion of curses. Finding herself tor a moment 
alone, the girl Agnes scrambled to her feet and ran back to the convent 
just in lime to find a couple of the convent's; servants, whom the 
Prioress had at last galvanized into action, ready to help her. News of 
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Vgnes' deliverance reached Francis almost us soon as the news of the 
.ixuull on tlie convent, and by Ihc time Francis readied the convent, 
the nuns were already giving thanks for a miracle. 

I'"rancis lost no time in cutting off the hair of the frightened Agnes, 
and as soon as she had ceased her weeping, he received her vows as he 
had received her sister's and clothed her in .1 tunic lie hud borrowed 
from a younger brother and girl her with the cord of Ihc Order. Then 
he set out for the Portiunciila lo bring Ihc glorious news of this third 
lister who had joined them. But befoie he could reach the Port iuucula, 
the Bishop's servants overtook him and bade him attend in the 
Bishop's palace the next day. 

With his customary directness, Francis declared himself ready lo 
wait upon his lordship at once; but this the Bishop had obviously fore- 
seen, for lie had given instructions that he would not see Francis until 
he had had a chance to make inquiries of the other people involved. 
But the Bishop soon found that lie had overestimated the difficult)- of 
collecting information . Monaldo was in the vestibule of the palace the 
next morning to complain of the kidnapping of his nieces, and the 
Abbot Simon was hard on his heels to protest the sacrilege of Mo- 
ualdo's breaking into the convent. The Bishop allowed Monaldo and 
his nephew Martin to listen to the Abbot Simon's quiet but precise 
account of what had happened, and he assured Monaldo that ex- 
communication of him and his entire family would hardly do justice 
to the enormity of his crime- As for his claim lo a return of his nieces, 
they had made their vows in due and proper form. There was nothing 
he could do about tliat unless he could prove force. 

But Monaldo, a giant of a man, was not so easily routed. "The ■ is 
more than one kind of force, my lord," he said. 

"What do you mean?" 

"There is witchcraft!" 

But thai was an unhappy inspiration, for although the Bishop had 
never claimed to be a very profound theologian, he was quite com- 
petent enough to assure Monaldo that the penalty for faith in witch- 
craft might be even graver. Monaldo was now beside himself with 
rage, but he had quite enough experience to know when he was com- 
pletely defeated. So, glowering, he withdrew, leaving Abbot Simon to 
thank the Bishop for his intervention and then to inform him tliat the 
Benedictines could hardly be expected to deal with the predicaments 
into which Francis' recruiting methods would be sure to land them. 
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There was nothing for the Bishop to do, therefore, but to go up to 
the convent to see Clare and Agi.es and Pacific* Clare, speaking for 
.1] thr«, made it clear that while she was grateful to the ^ictines 
for their hospitality, it was the company of Francis that she had 
joined, men the Bishop reminded her that no order, or lack of order, 
on earth was any excuse for women gallivanting around the country- 
side, Clare reminded him that she had given her vows of obedience to 
Francis, and she would abide by his instructions. _ 

Sitting there in the convent guest room beside the aston.sh.ngly 
cool young woman in her plain dress and her simple black veil, and 
looking from her to the worried Prioress and the Abbess, the Bishop 
reflected that they n.ight have done much worse than Clare for the 
first recruit of the new women's company. 

So he went home ami sent for Krancis. "If only you would give me 
some wpminc 08 these inspirations of yours," he said weardy. 

"But it was no inspiration of mine," said Francis. It was the Holy 
Spirit thai moved the Lady Clare." 

"I think the Lady Clare is no fool," said the B.shop, fixing hisgazs 
severely on Francis. "Whatever this nonsense of yours about a fixed 
dwelling, sorely you realize that women must have a fixed abodc-an 
enclosure from' which intruders can be kept out." 

TO h is great relief, Francis agreed, but lie insisted that there must be 
no ownership, no rent or income. The brethren would beg for the 
sisters' bread as well as their own. But in the end. Francs had to agree 
that the sisters could accept from the Bishop's hand the loan of San 
Damiano and the little priest's house attached to it, and whatever 
additional buildings the Bishop should think necessary for their pro- 
tection. There were several decks at the Portinncula. and it was agreed 
that the service of the church and the little convent should be in the" 
hands. For the old priest Nicholas was sleeping now in a grave on the 
other side of the church, and the Bishop would be glad to have San 
Damiano taken care rf. So Frauds agreed, and in a few weeks when 
the Bishop's steward had reported that a proper wall had been tnuJt 
around the old hut. with 1 proper convent door in the wall where those 
who craved (he sisters' Services could knock, Francis and a dozen oi the 
brethren went up to the convent and brought their three sisters down 
in triumph to San Damiano. As they stood before the old crucifix at the 
end of the little service of dedication, Clare knelt down at Francs feet 
and asked for his directions. But Francis took her by the hands and 
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raised her, and said simply, "Do you pray for us." Tliat night at supper 
at the Portiuncula, Francis told his brethren thai nothing should be 
too hard for them now that they had Sister Clare and her companions 
lo pray for them at San Damiano. 



When Francis received Clare into the Order, nothing was farther 
from his thoughts than what her coming might mean either to ihc 
Order or to himself. It was the perfection of the symbolism thai had 
entranced him; that the bride who had drawn her veil across her face 
now so many years ago had come and put her hands between his and 
sworn her vows seemed to him the final manifestation of a dream come 
true. When Bernard and Peter had tried to point out the difficulties of 
admitting women into the Order, Francis had cut them short by re- 
minding them of Our Lord's example, and by asking them if it was 
charity to deny to those whose weakness needed the best chance of 
perfection that help. 

He had not even thought, as he once would have, of the possibility 
of fresh recruits, for the Portiuncula was overrun with new brethren 
now, and Francis often begrudged the time and thought that must go 
into the building of fresh dormitories and the initiation of new and 
untried novices. 

liven,- time he sen t a couple of brethren out for a preaching mission 
into the country or the towns about, there were fresh problems. There 
were the recruits of all kinds and degrees of promise. There were prob- 
lems of inheritance. There were offers of houses. It seemed to Francis 
now that he spent more and more of his days talking over these mat ters 
with Bernard and Peter, and though it was he who usually cut t he knot 
and came up with the solution, lie begrudged the time it took to dis- 
pose of all the d ifficultics wh id) Bernard and Peter weie always conjur- 
ing up. Yet he had learned that in the end it saved time to listen to 
Bernard, and anything that Peter thought of would occur to the 
Cardinal of Ostia, also. But still it seemed a poor way to spend one's 
days. 

Yet as he knelt with Clare before the crucifix at San Damiano, he 
liad a sense that he was returning to his beginnings. And when he 
stood with her and her two companions in the little hut that was to 
be their dormitory and their refectory and their workroom and made a 
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SODastHM or two out of the Rivo Torto pcperience-lflce toving cad. 
sister have her fixed place-thc quiet gray eyes of Sister Clare under- 
stood so readily his meaning, and her sweet voice promised obedience 
so quickly that Francis' heart was warmed. But he reminded himselt 
that she was very voung and quite inexperienced, this young woman 
who o»d at him so gravely. "She will ask too much of herself, he 
thought as he walked back through the woods to the Port.u ncula. 

Francis felt that his fears were confirmed when the first report wine 
that Clarewasscndmgovertothe lepers a large share of the food which 
the brethren canicd up to her each day. But Brother Jumper laughed 
at Francis' fears. I lad he . .ot noticed, he sa id, that every man who come 
went up the road to see the Udy Clare. Francis looked so startled at 
the idea that Brother Juniper laughed and hastened to explain Can 
you blame anv man for preferring his blessing in muSLC rather than in 
the cackling of some of these old crones?" ^ . 

In spile of himself, Francis laughed. "You need not worry said 
luidiicr "Sister Clare is a better almoner than you or I. And frrancis 
L to admit on Ins next visit that [uuipcr was right. For those who 
came to San Pamiano said grace over their food and ate : it in a decent 
fashion, sitting on the ground in front of her door, while Sister Uart 
taftcd to then, or read to them from the Gospels in a vo.ee that was 
pure musk-- Aftcrwnrd she looked at their sores and bathed them an 1 
wrapped them in clean linen, and sent body and soul away refreshed. 
-ft is a hard life for a woman," said Bernard of Quintavalle, when 

Francis told hii n. ^ 

But hard life or not. Francis soon found that it had its magnetism. 
First it was a couple of girls from one of the leading nmihcs of Msis., 
and then thee were three who came at once, and presently the Lady 
Clare sen. word that they must really extend the., dormitory. I he addi- 
tional strain on their providing drew no complaint from ^""J 
for the ladies never ceased to express their gratitude and their wo. I. 
at the generosity of their benefactors. But Francis wondered if all « 
these girls who were coming in understood what they were under- 

13 Ihfnecd not have worried. Clare apparently talked very carefully 
with each girl who came to seek admission, and she did not hesi.au- 
to send kick two girls from the most distinguished families. Franc 
had wondered how she could be sure so soon. He had agonized himSCl 
over doubtful candidates, and usually it had been only after weeks of 
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v.n'n endeavor to make the young cuckoo at home in the nest that lie 
li.nl owned himself beaten* or the unsuitable candidate li.nl given up 
.11 ' :l crept away in the night. Bui Clare had seemed .so sure. 

"That girl has never "been able to sticlc to anything," she said of one. 
"She has always been a silly tiling, given lo romantic ]Mistiiring," she 
said of another. 

Francis was frightened that this might be feminine prejudice, the 

hi lit of tlic gossip of which she must have beard so much. So he asked 

Iam and Sylvester the next time the)- went to Assisi to keen their ears 
open for anything they might hear of tlic unsuccessful candidates. Leo 
went to sec one of the dowagers of his own family, the Lady Monica, 
whom Leo had long ago discovered to be a shrewd judge of clia racier, 
masculine or feminine, and she assured him that Clare was quite right. 
When Sylvester asked the family chaplain in the other household his 
opinion, though the chaplain spoke with becoming reserve, he made it 
dear that he did not think that the young lady of the house belonged 
down at San Damiano. indeed, she had already forgotten about it all 
a month later and was making preparations for her marriage to the 
young man whom her father had picked for hex. Francis thought rue- 
fully tliat he wished it -were quite as simple as this to make sure of the 
judgment of all the superiors whom he had watched setting up house- 
keeping in shed and cave and taking in their first companions over the 
countryside 

And he noticed something else as he went up to San Darniano. 
< tvcrcrowding was likely to be a noisy and mussy affair, as He knew all 
loo well, but even when more than a dozen young nuns had crowded 
into what were now the two little sheds against the old church, all was 
clean and swept, and there was a cheerful quiet that fell like balm on 
Francis' weary spirit. Clare never seemed hurried, and she never raised 
her low voice, and yet even while she was talking to him, she missed 
nothing of what was going on. The quiet answer she gave fo each in- 
quiry was obvious! v final. Francis never ceased to be astonished how 
when he came to her with some fresh suggestion, she seemed to be all 
ready and waiting for him. So quick was she in her understanding that 
once or twice as he went back home to the Portiuncula, he wondered if 
•.lie had not been ahead of him, and he mused afresh how little Our 
Lord had said in the Gospels of the weakness of women, and how much 
lie had taken them for granted, and how well they had repaid his con- 
1 1 iic net. 
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linked, there woe some problems that Clare seemed to have found 
the solution to that still baffled him. One was the problem of books. 
Eva, words themselves had always seemed to Francis a very poor in- 
strument of communication unless, of course, they were sung. How 
much more direct were look and gesture, he had often thought. And all 
the fuss men made of learning, as if the wisest of men were anything 
but a child at the feet of divine wisdom! He had always been grateful 
when some generous ecclesiastic gave a Missal or a Book of the 
Gospels to be chained to the altar of a newly restored church for the 
brethren to use. And he had taken it for granted that Brother Sylvester 
should now and then linger in the chapel with the old breviary he bad 
brought with him. But when one of the younger brethren who was 
also a priest had COW and asked Francis for a breviary that he might 
say his office, as was fitting, Francis was alarmed and shook his head. 

"No," he said to the astonished young fellow. "For if you have a 
brcviarv, VOU will sit in vow cfaail like a bishop and you will say to 
Brother Giles here, who cannot read, or to Brother Juniper, "Brother, 
co and fetch me my breviary that I may read it.' " 

-1'hat nonsense, at least. Sister Clare will not have to worry about, 
Francis thought as he went up to San Damiano as he so often did now 
when he was disturbed. "If I did not stop it," he thought, "we should 
presently be like the Benedictines, with lay brothers working m the 
fields, and the clerks kneeling in the church." But when he got up to 
San Damiano, he found that Sister Clare had assembled her Sisters in 
the refectory, and they were all sitting with heaps of coarse gray wool 
before them, sewing, while Claic in hex sweet voice was reading the 

office of the day. 
'•You must be expecting a lot of recruits," said Francis, pointing to 

the heaps of clolh. 

Clare looked Startled, and then she smiled. "You have all been so 
good to us that I dare not let us spill out of that new dormitory just vet. 
The dresses are for sonic of the beggar women who come to us. If they 
look decent," she added, "it will be a little easier for them to keep their 
setf-Kspect." Not for the first time Francis looked at her and wondered 
how a girl in a noble household could have learned some of the things 

she knew. 

"Do yon never wish. Sister ClaTC," he asked teasingly, that you 
could go out the door and down into the fields?' 

"Often." 
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"What would you do if you could?" 

"I should gather the women together," she said, "teach them the 
pravcrs, and explain the creed to them." 
"But why the women?" lie asked. 

"Because it is the women who liavc the children fist" She looked 
It him in surprise. "And in the winter these chthlmi who have no 
school to go to must spend much time with their molhcrs." 
But he shook his head. "You have enough to <1<> up here." 
"Yes," said Clare wit h her warm smile. "You urns t never t hink thai I 
am not content with what God has given inc to do." 

Thai night Francis told Brother Peter and Brother Sylvester of wl ut 
Clare would do if she were free to go into the fields. 

Sylvester smiled. "She's already finding ways, as it is ( to get the 
women to come up to her door. They bring up a sick child, and when 
%hc has looked at the child and given it medicine or bandaged it, she 
will get the mother to pray with her. The Lady Clare's prayers arc 
going Over the countryside, they say." 

"Maybe the Benedictines axe right after all," said Francis with a 
sigh. For earlier that day he had learned that two young brethren sent 
out from a cave outside of Spello to preach in the hill country had been 
set upon in the marketplace of a village and tossed in a ditch. They 
were not badly hurt, but it had been all that the elder brethren could 
do to keep them from lushing out again upon martyrdom. 

"Do you never feel oppressed by the responsibility?" asked Brother 
Francis of the Lady Clare another day. She had just told him of a 
foolish novice who "had excited the whole dormitory by crying out in 
the night to them of a dream she had had that Our Lady had come into 
the chapel of San Damiano and crowned Sister Clare with roses. Sister 
Clare had blushed as she told of the folly. 
"But what did you do with the .girl?" 

"Oh, I set her to scrubbing out the dormitory. She will he so tired 
she will sleep tonight without dreaming." 

"But how do you know what to do? Don't you worry?" 
Clare looked at him with hex clear eyes. "If it were just me, of course 
I should worry," she said, "but I pray Christ and Our Lady to help mc, 
and then 1 ask. 'What would you have mc do?' " 

"It is because she is shut up there within that limited area that she is 
?o sure," he said to himself that night as he lay awake in the dormitory 
listening to the heavy breathing of some of the brethren and to the 
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snoring and tlic thrashing of others, and wondering if perhaps he had 
not made the wrong choice after all. For he had been in the church of 
San Giorgio outside the eastern gate of the city that day. It had been 
the anniversary of the day when he and Bernard and Peter bad opened 
the Gospels, and when the Mass was over, the priest had asked him if 
he did not want to preach. Francis had simply stood on the steps of the 
altar, on the lowest step as befitted a man who was only a deacon, and 
he had told the people of the three openings of the Gospel, and of the 
great freedom and the joy thai bad come to the three companions who 
had gone out to follow them, and of the sweetness of my Lady Poverty, 
whom they had taken for their bride. And as lie spoke, he had been so 
moved that he had wept, and all over the church men and women had 
wept with him. And when he had finished his sermon, they had 
crowded around him and asked for his blessing, and some of them had 
said that if Ihcy were not married people with families, they would 
follow him and his Lady Poverty. 

Then Francis had been abashed, (or he had not meant that they 
Should think of Inflowing Dim. So he arose now, moving cautiously so 
as not to disturb the sleepers on cither side of him. He groped his way 
into the chapel. It was very still here with the only light thai of the 
lamp burning on the altar, and he knelt down and he buried his face 
in his bonds. "If they had paid no attention to my preaching, 1 should 
have had nothing to worry about," he thought. "It was because I 
spoke of myself and of what had happened to mc," he thought again. 
And then he ten icmlxrrcd Sister Clare, and he prayed that he might ask 
only what Clmst would have him do, and then he went back to his 
place in the dormitory, and he fell asleep. 

Rut when a couple of days later he went over to San Damiano again, 
he told Sister Clare of Ihc people in San Giorgio who would like to 
embrace the life of Penitence hut must think of their families. "They 
are not the only ones, you reiiicml>cr," said Clare. "There is your 
friend, Luchesio, and his wife up at f oggilxmsi. Vou said younelf that 
they have made their love for each other and for God in each other a 
hearth to wann all who come near." 

"That is true," said Francis, "though I don't remember that 1 used 
that figure." He looked keenly at Clare, and he thought she blushed). 
"But it is a good one," he added. 
"You found a place for us in your bounty," said Clare. "There is no 
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reason why you should not start a Third Order for those who are 
married and in the world." 

The confidence of the Lady Clare restored, as it .so often did, 
Francis' humor with himself, and lie smiled as he said, "Would tiiat 
not be even more difficult than the Order of llie Poor Ladies?" 

Rut Clare did not smile. "The mother of one of my young sisters 
here came to see her daughter yesterday, and site reports that her 
brother, who is with tlie Benedictines Dp at the abbey, says they arc 
getting ready for the visit of the Cardinal of Ostia. Why don't you ask 
my lord Ugolino what he thinks of it?" 

Francis said nothing, but he was amused as he started for home to 
think Chat Sister Clare in her enclosure so often knew of things which 
for all his brethren wandering over the countryside he had not yet 
beard. 

Though he must have known tlia I every monastery or bishop's palace 
at which he and his retinue had stayed in their progress horn Rome to 
Assisi had sent on word tlut the next house might be ready, and the 
great abbey on Monte Subasio would have been prepared almost to the 
hour for his arrival, the Cardinal, with one of his secretaries, turned 
aside from the road just before be reached Assisi, and sending the rest 
of his retinue on, he went down into the plain to the Portiuncula. He 
had taken the precaution of dressing liimscl f as a simple priest; so there 
was no excitement when he came into the little clearing and went 
straight to the chapel. There he found the familiar little figure kneel- 
ing in a corner. He waited until Francis rose from his knees and turned 
and saw him, Then as Francis knelt down and asked for his blessing, 
the Cardinal smiled. "This is the proper place to find the head of the 
Order, even if it is a bright sunny day." 

But Francis looked pained. "My Lord, you know there is no head of 
this brotherhood but Christ." 

"How many brethren have you now?" asked the Cardinal, sitting 
down on the steps of the altar and motioning to Francis to do likewise. 

"I have no idea." 

"What sort of shepherd is this, who knows not the number of his 
sheep?" 

"That 1 leave to Cod," said Francis simply. 

"That is all right for God, perhaps," said the Cardinal, "but when 
the bishops tell me that your beggars arc overrunning the land like 
locusts, what shall I tell them?" 
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"It can't be more than a few thousand ," said Francis. 

"Nearer ten thousand would be my guess," said the Cardinal, "and I 
am not in tlie habit of exaggerating my figures, I assure you." 

Francis looked thoughtfully into the Cardinal's face. At first glance 
it looked like the face of any high-ranking ecclesiastic— placid, a little 
fleshy perhaps, with a look of high expectation in the glance. But there 
was something speculative in the eyes of the Cardinal of Ostia, a little 
ironic twist to the corner of his mouth that suggested that unlike so 
many of them, here was a man who would not easily be put off the 
inconvenient truth, who would not let sleeping dogs lie. 

"Is it not marvellous, my lord?" said Francis, standing up and look- 
ing into the Cardinal's face. 

The Cardinal did not smile, hut a shadow flicked in his level gaze. 
"You have an affinity for marvels, little Brother Francis," he said. "I 
have no objection t<» one now and then, but the average bishop, I assure 
you, has no taste for marvels until Ihey arc safely wrapped up in a 

tomb." 

Francis sat down, and then he turned to Ugolino, and he held out 
his hands to him, 'Tell me, my lord Cardinal: is it better that I stay 
Jicec?" and he stretched out his hands as if to embrace the whole little 
settlement, "or go up to one of those caves in the mountains and— " he 
hesitated. 

"What would you do in pur cave?" asked the Cardinal. That at 
least was one of the things that you could count on with Ugolino— he 
would look at an idea even if presently he would reject it as foolish. 
"I should pray." 
""You are praying here." 
"Yes, hut there is so little time to pray here." 
"The Benedictines do a good deal of praying up on the mountain." 
"I didn't mean the Benedictines," said Francis hastily. 
'That I quite understood"— the Cardinal's voice was a little dry now 
—"What do vou think would become of all thisaround here"— and the 
Cardinal swept his sapphire- ringed band in a majestic circle— "and up 
in the town, and in the other towns, and all the places where your 
locusts have run? What would happen to them if you went up into 
your cave and stayed there? To say nothing of those women whom 
you've taken under your protection. 
"Sister Clare would take very good care of them." 
"1 have no doubt," said the Cardinal with a smile. "But don't you 
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notice that it is of Sistci Clare tliat you speak first with assurance? As 
for the others, they arc not shut up in an enclosure with the Bishop's 
eye upon them. What do you think would happen to than if you hid 
yourself away in a cave?" 

"Some—" Francis began and paused, 

"Precisely," said the Cardinal. "What any head of any order in 
Christendom would say if he were speaking candidly. No, Francis, you 
have started something, and you inu.st sec it through." 

But Francis shook his head. "Sometimes," he said thoughtfully, "I 
am not sure where we are going." 

" Who is in this world?" asked the Cardinal. "But until there is some- 
one else who can do the work you arc doing, 1 think your course is 
clear." And the Cardinal strode out the door, leaving Francis standing 
in (he middle of the church looking after him. 

When that nighl at supper the Abbot Simon said teasingly to his 
old friend, "I hear you discharged your responsibility down in that 
htiar-patch today. What did you think of it?" 

"It is like nothing else in Christendom," said the Cardinal. "That is 
why I shall report to (he Pope that il must be protected against all the 
bishops' complaints." 

"And the little man?" 

"I \c is beginning to suspect that he is in over his depth." 

"Then?" The Abbot Simon raised his brows. 

"That also," said the Cardinal, "is not so common that I should like 
to waste it cither." 



There was rejoicing when the papal messengers arrived with their 
great pouches at the Portiuncula that late winter day of 1215 and 
handed one of their parchments with its dangling seal to Bernard and 
Peter. The latter had heard of their arrival in the neighborhood while 
he was waiting the day before in the antechamber of the Bishop. For 
although Peter always prolestcd that he could no longer be counted on 
to look at things as a canon lawyer should, from time to time the 
Bishop insisted on asking his advice. Peter knew, too, that when the 
messengers left the Bishop, tlicy went up to the abbey on Monte 
Subasio to deliver to the Abbot the Pope's summons to a great council 
to be held in the Latcran Church in the spring. Peter had wondered if 
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the messengers had a scroll for the Portiuncula, too, and then had 
hastened to add that, of course, they could not think of anything so 
magnificent as that. But the Bishop rebuked him. Hie Cardinal of 
Ostia, he was sure, would not let the Pope forget the bead of what was, 
after all, an approved order with an approved rule. Bernard and Loo 
refused to entertain any doubt whatever as to the correctness of the 
Bisliop's judgment, but Francis, when Peter reported this conversation 
that evening at the Portiuncula, declared that the Pope was much too 
busy with the great of the world to look, so low as the Friars Minor at 
the Portiuncula; so he would keep the promise he had made to go up 
to sec Sister Clare, whom he had neglected of late. It was with great 
pride, therefore, that as soon as he returned to the clearing. One of the 
young brethren ran out to take liim to the church and to point to the 
great seal hanging from the altar. 

"It is not an invitation," said Peter when lie had read the summons 
lo Framis. "It is a command." 

lint Francis shook his bead. "It is addressed to the cardinals and the 
bishops and the mitred abbots and the other great lords of the earth. It 
is not for such as the Friars Minor." But only a couple of days later a 
messenger came from Ugolino with an invitation to Francis and any 
companions he might choose to stay with him in the Cardinal of 
Ostia's palace near the Latenn. 

"See," explained Peter, "lie does not urge you to come; he takes it for 
granted thai you will." 

"It is only fitting," said Leo gently. "We arc a great company now, 
and you are otir father—" 

"So far as this earth only is concerned," Francis interrupted sharply. 

But Peter seemed not to have heard him. "The Pope will preach the 
Crusade. It is the duty of all Christians, whether or not they can go on 
the Crusade themselves, to labor for its success/' 

They had come out now into (he open space before the little church, 
and as they stood around Francis, they all fell silent, waiting for him 
to speak. It was so quiet tha I Francis heard a bird singing in a tree over- 
head and suddenly he laughed, "A bird sang in a wood." 

Leo smiled, but the younger men looked puzzled. 

Francis hastened to explain, "My brethren, this is not the first lime I 
have been asked to go on a crusade. In the days of my vanity I went 
forth, and Christ himself turned mc back." 

"It is Christ who calls you now, I lumigh His vicar," said Peter. 



To the Four Quarters of the Earth 13T 

So Francis agreed to go. He was no) sure that he would even under- 
lland what they were talk ing about, for already the report had conic to 
the Poitiunciila that the Pope had sent to the schools of Bologna for 
.1 half dozen of their leading doctors to come and give their counsel on 
(lis proposals for the reform «f Christendom. Il was a lone time since 
Francis had beard any news of his father, but now l-co learned from 
Mime of his relatives in the city that the old Bombarone had Iwen 
boasting that his son, Elias, had Ixen invited to the COQllcJl in Rome 
Me the Bishop and the Abbot on Monte Subasio, and IVlcr Bcrnar- 
il niie had laughed and saiil that for the matter of that, bis son had been 
Invited, too. He might be a beggar in a sack of canvas which neither 
l*< kr nor any self-respecting cloth merchant would have in Iris shop, 
I' ni no man could deny that when he preached, he drew greater crowds 
than all the doctors in Bologna. And mad or not, everyone knew thai 
ximc of Che greatest in the Church had gone down the path to the 
t Incket. And here Francis' brother Angclo was heard to observe bitterly 
thai in tin's at least men still followed Scripture, and the good and 
I.iilhful son received little credit beside the prodigal. 

Francis winced at that, but he said only, "'Fhese things are ail in 
the past." And he begin to consider whom he should take with him, 
Leo, of course, for he was the firstborn of the Brotherhood— but Leo 
protested that he might be good to take notes but if counsel should be 
Rsked, what could he offer? So it was agreed that Peter should go, too, 
.mil Giles, for men must not think even for a moment that their com- 
|).iny was made up only of the learned and well-born. 1*hcn Francis 
reminded Bernard that he had led them when they went to Rome not 
l nowing what welcome they should find, and now that they were going 
■S invited guests, it was only right that he should lead again. 

Bernard smiled at the proposal, "Not lead. Brother Francis. I shall 
only hover between you and the Cardinal and try to make some truce 
I- • I ween heaven and earth." 

But nobody could have been kinder than Ugolino. lie gave the 
Knars Minor a bare room in his great palace with pallets on the 
inarbk floor, and when Francis insisted that they mtis* sit in the lower 
places at Ins long table, he smilingly bade his steward remember that it 
was a host's duty to satisfy his guests. However, when the dav came for 
llie formal procession into the Latcran Church, the Cardinal insisted 
lliat Francis and his brethren should appear in his entourage. 'Ihey 
could walk with his secretaries if they liked, but thev should come in 
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his company that everybody might sec that they were the sort of men 
for whom he would publicly answer. 

Happily, however, the Cardinal was to enter at the end of the great 
procession, just before the Pope himself. Francis and his brethren had 
no vestments or robes to worry about; so they could stand in front «.l 
the crowd that filled the square before the church until their time came 
to fall into the Cardinal's train. In that throng, jostling each othet 
against the walls of the basilica, Francis knew that there must be men 
who had listened to the heretics' preaching and whose gorges would 
rise at the very thought of the splendor which now unfurled before 
them, but their mutleriiigs would be lost in the rising crescendo ai 
acclaim as one magnificent figure after another, followed by its glitter- 
ing train, swept across the cleared space in the piazza. For here WM j 
all the pride and the glory of the visible Church on earth. No vision 
of romance which any of the loved singers of Francis' boyhood had 
confined UP could compare with this magnificent procession. The 
riehesl of daninsks and brocades and velvets and linen? from the looms 
of Constantinople and Flanders and France and Spam had been em- 
broidered by the hands of thousands of nuns and great ladies all over 
Christendom. Now thev flowed along in a shimmering flood of colors 
ami patterns that seemed to distill the splendor of all the woridl 
Bowers, while on ring and pectoral cross jewels blazed in the sunlight 
until the eves of the beholders were dazzled. 

Thcv were handsome men for the most part, the men who carried 
this splendor— tail and well-fashioned, with a look of command about 
them. 'Tower chooses its own," thought Francis, and then he noticed 
how often Ihey were getting old now, these men under the mitres, and 
presently came one who seemed bowed by the very weight of his robes. 
and with pity Francis saw that the old man was little more than a 
skeleton. "It is death that is worming its way beneath those brocades—" 
and he wondered if death should win and the old man crumple with in. 
would the robes still be carried on by the splendid procession? And 
then he thought, "Look at that youngster, pressing with hot breath 
behind him, or that cmflv eved little man who is watching the young, 
stcr-he has no chance to slip into the robes, but he knows the string 
that will make the puppet dance." A great cheer broke into Francs' 
thoughts, and he saw that the Cardinal of Ostia had arrived With hi 
splendid suite. It was characteristic of Ugolino that he should had 
included even the humbles t of the clerks who worked in his household 
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Among I hem Francis and his companions need not feci lli.it they had 
ipoiled the splendor of the procession. 

It was a lone one, and Francis and his brethren had already found 
their places on the scaffolding near the altar so that they could watch 
Iliu Cardinal himself come down the main aisle of the Lateral! Church. 
I le was quite as splendidly dressed! as any of his colleagues, lint 1 hough 
lit- was already an old man , one could not imagine that his robes would 
march on without him if anything should happen to the man within, 
I lis keen eve swept the sanctuary before him as if he were checking to 
make sure that his directions had been carried out. For him this 
magnificent procession was one more task that he had been given, and 
lit- seemed completely unaware of the applause as he scrutinized the 
n nu nearly filled benches. Then as the Cardinal took up his stand with 
the other cardinals at the entrance to the sanctuary in a glittering 
Karlei bank, as the archangels might have girded themselves on the 
lulllcmcnts of heaven, there was a deafening roar, and the splendid 
i .lire of Innocent appeared, high above the heads of the crowd, sway- 
ii ig a little as with measured steps his bearers carried his litter down the 
lisle. At first Francis could make out little but the glitter of white and 
gold and the gloved hand lifted in blessing. Again, he had the feeling 
tint the cheers of that vast throng might have borne that litter over 
llicir heads without need of human hand. Then he could see the Pope's 
bite, and he was shocked to see how cavernous and weary it looked. 

"Me has been dreaming again," thought Francis with compassion, 
".i i id this time the morning has brought no reassurance." So though 
there was nothing in the gaze which (he great Pope turned on the 
i lowded pavement before him to invoke pitv, Francis began to prav 
fi <i him. Now Innocent was scrutini/Jng the benches as the Cardinal 
of Ostia had, but where there had been a suggestion of complacency 
in Ugolino's eyes when he saw tliat his plans had been effective, there 
tvas no complacency in the eyes of Innocent, and Francis wondered 
how long it was since he had seen anything on which, his eyes could 
test with unalloyed pleasure. 

When the Solemn Mass was over, and the Pope rose from his throne 
to speak, Francis saw how impatiently he waited for the cheers to 
pease, and how the ruby in his ring quivered in the light of the tapers 
Mil the altar. When the Pope's voice rose, it was clear and ringing, and 
u I as he went on speaking, Francis noted that it was a little slower than 
lie remembered, and the speaker seemed to be breathing heavily as if 
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lie wished to make haste and could not. And then Francis, like cvci j 
body else in the vast basilica, was lifted up by Innocent's eloquence, ... 
that he forgot everything but what the Pope was saying, for the Po| h 
was speaking of the Crusade-not of this campaign or tliat, but of thl 
great Crusade, the effort to recover the holy places from the hands of 
the heathen, which had as yet not even begun to be accomplished. Foi 
the holy places were still in the 1 lands of those who had no idea of what 
had happened there, and who daily blasphemed in a thousand ways oul 
of pure ignorance. 

"But the great blasphemy," thundered the Pope, "is not the ignorant 
blasphemy of those who know not what they do. The great blasphen rj 
is the blasphemy of those who know what the holy places mean. ..I 
those who owe to what happened in those places everything of good 
thev have in their present lives and every hope of salvation for tin 
future, and yet who make no real effort to recover them!" True, InnO 
cent went on to admit, individual nun and even hosts of men had gonl 
to recover the holy places, and many of them had died; and here, as Ifl 
everything else, the martyrs were the saving remnant. But here, a- id 
everything else, the princes of this world had their hearts set on othci 
things. Those to whom most hud been given were precisely those whfl 
bad least thought of paying their debt. 

Francis had heard his father's friends in Assist complain of the waslu 
and folly of the Crusade, and he had heard the Patarins mock at thl 
feeble and corrupted leadership of the great churchmen. But I" « 
spoke the voice of him who of all men on earth had the most right m 
speak, ami yet it seemed lo Francis that what he satd was sharper thin 
anything he had ever heard from grumbling merchant or mob-rai n 
Pitarin. But in the blaze of the great preacher's indignation there h i 
an undertone of sorrow and even, it seemed to Francis, of despaii 
Something of this presently began to permeate that great audi) 
sitting there triumphant in its splendor, and where everybody had .it 
first been looking complacently around the brilliant throng, more and 
more, Francis noticed, the eyes fell and the faces grew still, lie ln-1 
heard men say as they wailed for the procession to get under way tint it 
sacred oratory were the highest of the rhetorical arts, then they werf 
about to hear one of this world's greatest delights, for no oratoi vv I 
finer than Innocent at his best. But it was not pleasure in listening M 
a supreme example of an art which most of the audience practi< i <l 
from time to rime themselves that made these faces grow cold .ml 
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'i ;ul. As the great Pope surged on iuhis wiath and in his despair, some- 
thing weary came into the faces about bun, and ringed hands began to 
tighten over brocaded knees. 

'Sometimes I have wondered," thundered the Pope, "if Our Lord 

bas not preferred to suffer tlic desecration of the ignorant rather than 
(In blasphemies of those believers, every act of whose days i* a betrayal 
i>( His passion!" The Pope did not linger long on the violence and 
rmclty and injustice of the great lords, or even of the kiut". who ton al 
each other's throats like jackals and stained with blood llie fair sun- 
uliine of God's earth. "We can meet our enemies," said he. "The 
< luireh was cradled in persecution, and it was warned on barbarism." 
linl how could it hope to survive the treachery of those who bctniycd 
il in high places from within? Then it seemed as if Innocent realized 
lliat he had gone to the utmost bound where his audience could be 
l Kpected to follow him. 

Now his voice sank. I Ie should have despaired, he said, as all thought- 
ful men would have despaired, if it had not been for Christ's promise 
linl He would never forsake Mis Church; so now even in this latter 
tfoy of Christendom's corruption there was hope. There was the hope 
<d (he saving remnant of those who in all the mockery of Cod's world 
•Jill heard His call, of those who bore in their souls the ineffable mark 
<■! their redemption. "And what is that mark?" he asked. "And how 

vffl God know then?" 

There was a mystical symbol, he went on to explain, the Greek letter 
I 'an, the letter that was the shape of the headless cross on which many 
biblical authorities believed that Our Lord had suffered. Wherever 
men remembered Christ's passion, wherever forsaking the world and 
flic flesh and the devil as they had sworn to do in their baptism, they 
■ trove with themselves in mortification, asking only that the will of 
( iod might be fulfilled in them, then here were the men who were so 
marked. There were not many such men, the Pope went on to say. 
Piobably there never had been many, but they were still there even in 
I Ik Christendom of this year of i zi $. Many of them were bumble men, 
living and working in obscurity, but they- need never fear. Cod would 
I now his own, and if ever the Crusade to which he now called Christen- 
dom were to succeed, it would be because of these men. So the first 
l in p;iration that they who took up the challenge of the Crusade should 
make was this preparation in their own spirit. Not every man could 
silver or gild for the Crusade, though many could give who had 
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not vet thought of it. Not everybody could take his sword and his horse 
and go, though there were many who could take the sword and the 
horse and the men-at-arms with whom they had been laying waste 
their neighbors' land. But every man from the humblest to the greatest 
coukl prepare for the Crusade in the reform of his life. And every man 
who held anv office, secular or religious, from the smallest to the great- 
est, could make the first exercise of his office the teaching and the 
encouragement of the reform} and above all, he could remember that 
the most effective sermon was still the preacher's example . 

"The Pope could hardly have given you greater support if he had 
called you by name," said the Cardinal Ugolino that afternoon. 

Francis said only, "My lord, there is so much to do and I have done 
so little. I beg von to let me go straight bnck to Assiri." 

But the Cardinal Sid no, he must listen to some of the discussions 
now thai he had come. "And besides, there are some men whom 1 
would have yon meet." 

Francis piotcstcd thai of all that brilliant company there could be 
none interested in meeting one so humble as himself. 

The Cardinal laughed, "I shouldn't say that humility was the princi- 
ple of selection for this or any other council, but there's many a man 
here who knows that he could do with a little, and there is one ma.i in 
particular whom I want you to meet. He is the Spaniard, Dominic 

Cuzinaii." 

Francis drew back. "F.vcrybody knows that he is the most brilliant of 

preachers!" 

"And the least effective, if one can judge from the results, said a 
peculiarly vibrant voice. Francis turned to face a gaunt, dark face with 
fine eyes'and full lips, very 6nnly held. Francis stood abashed m the 
presence of the grail preacher, but he remembered one thing that he 
had heard of Dominic, and that was that when the papal delegates had 
gone to Toulouse with a great and splendid retinue that filled all the 
countryside with fresh murmuring, Dominic had waited until thev 
had left the region, and then he had gone in with his men, dressed 
like poor pilgrims. 'Hie remembrance of this gave him courage to look 
up into the face a head above him. Dominic smiled, and Francis flung 
his arms wide and embraced him. 

Then Dominic began to talk, not of his debates with the heretics 
nor of the house of studies that he had founded at Paris, nor of any of 
the things that Francis knew were beyond his understanding; but he 
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bilked of the two orders which they were founding and of (lie way of 
life which thev were asking the Pope to approve. When Francis heard 
Dominic say that the Pope had told liini that the Council would 
presently rule that all new orders must lake the tide of some order 
already in existence and recogni/cd, he lot iked so a p\xi\ led I hat Ugolino 
hastened to reassure him, "You remember, you nave h;id your rule 
approved; so you will not need to worry." 

"Then," said Dominic, "let me join my order to yours, and wc can 
lake your rule." 

Hut Ugolino shook his head and smilingly warned Francis, "He has 
.1 genius for order and for organisation, this Dominic. As the Portion- 
< nlat loolcs beside the abbey on Monte Sulwsio, so the abbey on Monte 
Siibasio will look beside any order which Dominic organizes/' 

Dominic countered with the suggestion that he would gladly choose 
Francis for his superior, but Francis protested that he had had trouble 
enough with clerks from Bologna. Whatever should he do with clerks 
from Paris, 10 say nothing of Dominic? But Dominic begged Francis 
to give him the eord from his gown as; a pledge of brotherhood between 
i In i r two orders, and though he said that be had decided that he would 
take the rule of Augustine for his men, if he must choose, still he 
■mured Francis that he would include his own prescription of poverty. 
When a little later the Pope scut for both Dominic and Francis and, 
explaining that he knew he would never get anywhere with any sort of 
reform unless he could get a new model of bishop, suggested that they 
should Dominate their best men for bishoprics, Dominic joined Francis 
in declining the proffered honor. 

"I low then," said the Pope, "am I to reform when the rcfornicrs will 
not help me?" But Dominic agreed with Francis that that was not the 
tailing for which they had enlisted their men. A little exasperated, the 
Pope bade llicm both come and listen to some of the debates of the 
tessioos, "It is all very well," said he, "for you to dodge the problem 
of rule. If you will not face it, men less good will." 

"fie is Tight," said Ugolino, when somewhat shamefacedly they 
I'amc back to him. But with a sigh, "1 do not sec how you will ever 
come to understand it until you have been in our shoes." 

So neither Dominic nor Fiancis dared refuse when Ugolino asked for 
their company the next day at the sessions of the great council. These 
were mostly questions of organization, details of rule and practice, 
which the doctors in their furred robes were debating. Dominic settled 
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back lo follow the debate with the enjoyment of an expert who is quite 
aware of the basic issues that luck behind the wrangles over form, but 
Francis soon wearied. One of the doctors from Bologna, however, 
caught his eye. At first sight lie d id not look at all like a doctor witli his 
bulging eyes and his great jaw. Rather he looked like a man who had 
worked in the fields in his time, and yet the attention with which he 
was following the debate was so intense that it seemed to Francis al- 
most an extension of the man's vital force. 

Dominic, in a lull in the debate, noticed Francis' fascination. "You 
know him, of course. He is a countryman of yours, F.lias Boinbaronc." 
"No," said Fiancis, and then he remembered that old Bonibaronc 
bad said that his son F.lias had been invited to the council. So this was 
FJias Bonirwrone, of whose brilliance and of whose steady application 
to scholarship Francis bad heard ever since be was a day-dreaming 
Schoolboy. II was astonishing now to find him so alive-looking. 

"Ml see thai you meet him after this session. And yet," Dominic 
added with a candor that surprised Francis, "I'm not sure that I ought 
I o let h im meet you . We are all praying that lie will come and join us." 
"Bul be belongs with you," said Fiancis. 

For a full moment Dominic gazed at Francis without speaking. "Of 
course, I think so, but do men always know where they belong?" 

"lit should go with you," Francis repeated humbly, and then as 
the debate resumed, he forgot about Elias Bonibaronc They were de- 
bit im; the terms of monastic holding of property with not a word of 
the Ta it. and now Francis knew that he was wasting time. So he si ipped 
out of the basilica and went back to Ugolino's palace to find his com 
rades. On the lonely stretches of the Cainpagna he could forget about 
all tins irrelevant prattle of property and could think about the Pope's 

Tan. 

But he found onlv Giles at Ugolino's palace; so leaving word for the 
others to follow, he started hack with him. They were halfway aerosi 
the Campagna before Francis remembered that he should have asked 
Bernard's permission to return, and then he remembered that he lud 
taken no leave of the Pope; but it was too late to turn back. When 
Bernard overtook them, Francis knelt down and confessed the dil 
obedience and was gravely forgiven, but it festered in his memory dur- 
ing the next weeks that he had been discourteous to the Pope, So when 
some weeks later he came back from a mission in the country and head 
that the Pope had come to spend the summer heat in Perugia, lie 
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Itarted out at once for the papal court. Since all of the elder brethren 
were -out preaching the Pope's crusade and the younger brethren were 
lu-lping the farmers in the fields, Francis went alone. 

As he crossed the old bridge across the Tiber, he thought of the 
night when lie had been draped into captivity. There was a great 
■ ■niimg and going over the bridge now, for the papal court was large, 
and all the merchants of Ihe countryside were hastening to mate their 
profit of its residents. But Francis lagged a little crossing the bridge, 
wondering how many of the swoids and the shields of the long-iigo 
battle were still rusting under the water Mow. Then he thought, 
"What a fine thing it must be lobe Pope, that one's very presence can 
make a peace!" 

Hut when he reached the Bishop's palace where the Pope was stay- 
ing lie found the gates barred, and no one would tell him wby. He 
Walked around the corner of the building to a little postern gate which 
lie remembered having noticed when he was released from prison. 
Now he was astonished tn find that first one and then another horse- 
man was riding out. "I will ask one of these messengers," he said. But 
when he went up to the next horseman, the man drew his cloak over 
his face and put spur to his horse. Francis drew back and waited. The 
next man did not sec him as Francis stood against the wall, but Francis 
nw liis face clearly, and he wondered what a high-ranking ecclesiastic 
was doing in a messenger's cloak. The next man he knew, for he was 
l me of the secretaries of the Cardinal of Ostia with whom Francis had 
i lurched in the procession into the Lateran. 

At sight of Francis he drew back, and then as Francis signalled to 
Inn) to wait, h? bent over the pommel of his saddle and whispered, 
"The Pope is dying." Then, looking around as if he feared the walls 
might hear, he, too, rode off. But Francis went back to the great gates. 
Now they were flung open, and men were hurrying out, and some he 
noticed were carrying sacks on their shoulders. 

He stopped one and asked if the Pope were dead. 

"13c is in his agony," said the man softly. "He will be dead before 
Vespers." 

"It is too late for courtesy now," said Francis to himself. "I will go to 
one of the caves in the hills above the river, and I will pray for him. 
And in the morning I will comeback for the Mass." 

1 le had haidly reached the cave when he heard the vesper bell swi ng- 
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ing slowly over the great plain, and he knelt down and began to rccik 
the prayers for the dying, 

It was dawn when Francis came back to Perugia. Tlie gates of tlio 
Bishop's palace stood ajar, but the whole place seemed deserted. Tiic 
doors of the Cathedral Church of San Lorenzo were ajar, too, ami 4 
couple 06 the Podesta's guard were still asleep above their weapons cm 
the steps. Francis pushed the great door in and entered the cathedral. 
Enough light had come in through the high window's to pale tiic 
thicket of lights before the altar, and Francis smelt the incense. A 
young cleric, little more than a boy, was asleep stretched out on l Im 
marble pavement with his breviary under his head. Then through the 
sweetness of the incense came a curious stench. 

Francis looked op to the altar and then he stood transfixed, for thcic 
on the black Catafalque high under the lights, the Pope's body lay 
almost naked but for a scrap of linen. It lay awry, twisted as if somebody 
had torn (he rich vestments off in haste. Of all the sumptuously em- 
broidered brocades that must have piled that bier the night T>cf"i<, 
only a torn strip which had caught on the edge of one of the candle 
sticks was left. Francis looked at the face of Innocent, but the face 
was as still and serene as if he bad been sitting fully clothed upon lilt 
throne: only there was a gray look to the frozen features, and the stench 
seemed to grow stronger as Francis stood there. He thought he heard 
a step at the door; so without thinking he untied the cord of his tunic 
and whipped it o ft* and flung it Over the naked body of the Pope. It w» 
travel-Stained and threadbare, but it covered that graying flesh, and fot 
a moment it stifled the stench. Then as the steps came nearer, Francil 
hid behind a pillar. 

When he looked around the edge of the pillar, he saw a man in 
clerical dress, with a traveller's cloak hanging from his shoulders, bend- 
ingover the bier. "Sic transit gloria mundi," murmured the new arrival. 
"Nothing but a beggar's shirt to cover you, Innocent!" And Francis 
saw that although he spoke lightly, the newcomer was shocked; so 
forgetting his own nakedness, he came up to him. For a long minute 
the traveller looked at him and then back at the bier. "Here, beggar," 
he said at last, and he lifted the tunic from the body of Innocent. "I am 
no Martin of Tours, God knows, but my cloak will cover more of 
Innocent than your robe." And as he lifted off the tunic, he winced 
at the stench and flung his own cloak over the body of the dead Pujx 
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I i tin \k huddled on his habit and no out .1 side door, as he heard the 
1 of the newcomer raised. I n the piazza the first man whom Frauds 
■■" 1 I ield his nose and cried ou t, "What carrion have you been digging 
mp, beggar?" And Francis fled 10 the bridge. 

7 

Sn reminded of how fleeting is the majesty of the great world, Francis 

i himself afresh to the slow winning of the Utile world. I Ic preached 

tu the towns and villages around Assisi, seeking always thai remnant 

nl choice spirits that might be won, as the dead Pope had said, lo 

itify themselves and conform their lives to the pattern of the 

i unified. His spirits rose as in village after village young men am] 
Ifromcn of all ranks flocked to him to offer themselves to the new 

< hder, But when he preached at Cannara one day in the summer after 

I fie death of Innocent, something happened which gave even Francis 

I'lllNC. 

lie had been through Cannara often enough, for it lay halfway 
between the Portiuncula and Foligno. At first, in the early days of his 

I I inversion, some of the boys had mn after him, and then sonic of the 
people who had friends who had heard Francis preach asked him why 
lie always went through Cannara without stopping to preach to ihem, 
l*n>. Finally, the village priest a nd several of the older men of the com- 
munity came to the Portiuncula, and when he talked lo them there, 
i U-i\ him to come and preach in their town . 

"There will not be room in the church," said one of the other men; 
"mi we will meet you in the fields outside the wall." 

Cannara was a squalid, crowded little town within its ancient walls, 
s<> Francis was glad to think of preaching in the fields. He soon, how- 

< \ir. saw that the priest did not like the idea, and as he looked at him, 
cue of the older men noticed the priest's uneasiness, too. So they asked 
linn if they cariicd an altar out into the fields would he say Mass. They 
would bring out the cross, and they would have a procession, and no 
imu: then could think that they had gone out to hear .1 heretic. Francis 
m lined them in urging this plan with so much warmth that the priest 
was persuaded. 

"It is a wretched little village," said Brother Bernard, "with alto- 
gether too much drinking in it, and very poor husbandry. And you 
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cannot blame the priest if lie wonders why there is this sudden passii m 
for religion." 

"Bui the priest seemed a dull enough fellow/' said Peter, "as if lie 
would be better at drinking with them titan at preaching to them." 

Francis rebuked them sharply. Cod had not sent them into tlic 
world to judge their betters or to tell how other men should do their 
jobs, but only to do tlie work which He had given them to do. 

And so on the appointed day, Francis went to Cannara with Ixo, 
and lie asked the priest if he might serve as deacon at the Mass, ami 
the priest agieed. Then when the Mass was over, Francis bade the 
people sit down on the ground outside the wall, and he began to talk 
to them in the plainest language he could find. He told them that ho 
had seen the fine old painting in their church with Our Lady holding 
the Christ Child in her arms. Without doubt that picture had been 
made by a painter who had come from some great city like Rome 01 
Constantinople ixcausc Our Lady wore a richly brocaded dress and a 
veil of fine silk, and she had a crown on her head like an empress, and 
the Child in her arms mis richly dressed, too. It was proper, he told 
tlicm, that tlicy should think of Our Lady and her Child thus, as they 
would see them in heaven. But if one were to read the Gospel story, 
one would find that when Out Lady nursed her Child in this world, she 
Wore no fine silks nor brocades nor any crown, for she was tlic wife ol a 
poor carpenter, and when she 6rst held her Child up for the kings to 
worship, her dress must have been very dusty from travel, and thcif 
were only a few poor rags for the Child. 

And when the Child grew and walked through the fields, they were 
to think of them as like the fields around Cannara. Nor would you have 
known from the way they dressed, that Our Lady and her Son were any 
different from the other peasants in the Holy Land. And when Our 
Lord grew up and was a young man going about the countryside, help 
ing His fiUhcr and doubtless carrying his tools for him, as they saw 
other carpenters' sons do, if you saw them on the road, again you 
wouldn't know. It was only when you came to speak to them and M 
watch how they behaved that you would know. For thirty-three yean 
Christ had lived this life, and for thirty of them very humbly and 
obscurely. It must have been very poverty-stricken and often very dull 
for God, who had the whole universe in which to move. 

Then he asked them why they thought He had done this, and ho 
answered that it was in order that people like the people of Cannafl 
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lliould live the lift that men and women and children had to live in 

< illages like Cannara in the light of the presence of God. And he went 

mi to explain to them what that meant in patience and charily and 

faithful doing of the day's duty. That was why, he said, Christ had 

Dome to a place like Gannon, and it was in living that life as He lived 

tl that they might some day come to sec in heaven Our l^icly, more 

'lfulcven than the crowned Virgin above I lie altar in their church. 

When lie had 6nishcd, llie whole congregation, it seemed to Funds, 

IV tied upon him and begged him to slay with them and show them 

how to live or, if he would not stay with them, to let them all come 

Mth him and follow him. Francis was alarmed, for he had seen the 

k on the priest's face. Hastily, he assured them that it was Cod's 

"ill that tlieystay in Cannara, that they must not leave even to join the 

i rider. He could not abide in Cannara, (or he liad other places to visit, 

lm) lie promised them that he would come again, and that he would 
1 1 1 1 icmber them and pray for them, and that he woul d sh ow them how 
lliey could live the life Christ wanted them to live in Cannara. 

The priest, when Francis took his leave of them, had sneered at him 
a lit lie. "It would tax even your ingenuity as a beggar/' he said, "to feed 
Hid clothe all these people." 

II was the problem of San Giorgio over again, but now in a more 
tirgcnt form. As he walked back to the Portiuncula, Francis worried 
over his predicament, though he knew that what he should be thinking 
Ibout was the approaching Chapter of the Order. 

It was with mingled feelings, therefore, that when he reached the 
IVrtiuncula he found the Cardinal Ugolino waiting for him. He had 
not seen him since the IjHeran Council in Rome; now he suddenly 
(rendered if the great diplomat could help him with the problem of 
1 annara, 

Hill the Cardinal gave him no chance. After giving Francis his bless- 
ing he began to talk quite casually, "The Bishop of Acre has been in 
Ki'ine with mc. He would have liked to come here, but there is trouble 
in Ins diocese, and he must hurry home.*' 
The Bishop of Acre?" 
"Yes. You will perhaps know him as Jacques de Vitry." 
"Oh," said Francis with pleasure, "the Golden Legend." 
"Yes. It was he who found the body of the Pope," iaid the Cardinal, 
looking at his hands, the strong hands of a man who had ridden away 
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many of his years. "It was quite naked, the Bishop says, except for a 
"beggar's habit on it." 

"Oh," said Francis. 

"A very small one. It redeems a little," said Ugolino softly, "the fad 
that the riffraff of the papal household began to loot and run away Ik- 
fore the death rattle was in the Pope's throat. But," he said with an 
amused smile at Francis' embarrassment, "I did not come here to dis- 
cuss the Golden Legend 1 or the mystery of Rome. When do you have 
your meeting this year?" 

"You know/' said Francis apologetically, "the brethren arc so bus? 
with the Crusade and all, we're having ljut one Chapter this year, at 
Michaelmas." 

"Tliat is wise, but what plans are you making?" 

"Plans?" repeated Francis. "I was thinking of that Third Order of 
Sister Clare." 

"I don't mean," said the Cardinal, "what you will talk about. I mean 
what plans have you made for such plain things as housing and feed- 
ing?" 

Francis gazed at his patron in astonishment, and then the astonish, 
inetit sharpened to anxiety. "Housing, my lord? If the weather is fair, 
and il usually is at that time of year, what better housing for the Friar* 
Minor than Cod's open sky?" 

"And doubtless," said the Cardinal dryly, "the swallows and the 
ravens will bring you food. Francis, have you any idea yet how many 

brethren you have?" 

"No. I have asked the Guardians to send me the names of the new 
brethren, hut I suppose they are bchind.in some cases— months be. 
hind. They are so busy now, you know, with the Crusade." 

"Crusade?" 

"Yes, you remember what our father, Innocent, told US— that the 
Crusade would succeed only if all Christians took up their cross ami 
mortified themselves?" 

"Oh, I sec," said the Cardinal. "You might be interested to know." 
he added presently, "that the Bishop of Acre said he had seen nothinj 
in his journey across half Christendom to equal the stirring of life llul 
your brethren have brought to this countryside of Ufflbria." 

"It is the goodness of Cod," said Francis, shaking his head. 

The Cardinal looked at him thoughtfully. "There is almost always 
another side to the coin of God's goodness, yoia know. What will ywi 
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it three or four thousand brethren should come to your Chapter in 

NtllMlSt?" 

"Three or four thousand?" 

There was no mistaking I he sincerity of I lie wonder in Francis* voice, 
•ml (lie Cardinal saw with fresh concern that tlie actual figures meant 
(milling to Francis beyond an awe at the abundance of God's grace. 
Ugolino shook his head. "It is time you began to Ihiuk of it." 

I*nt I am" said Francis, "I have asked the brethren here to pray, 
Hid I have sent out a message to nil the brethren to begin to pay for 
Hi. Chapter." 

The Cardinal thought irrelevantly of the dead Pope and all his vast 
i 'l 1 1 iv ending in a stinking corpse, naked in a deserted cathedral, and he 

1 '.\<-'d his shoulders. 

I 'ut Francis would not let the Cardinal go. "My lord, there is somc- 
i lun« that 1 have been thinking about. I have been thinking that the 
Kir.it and the rich — all they have to do to receive the Pope's forgiveness 
bin go on (he Crusade to the Holy Land." 

"All?" said the Cardinal dryly, "I would like to have some of them 
lir.ir you say that. But I know it is not of the great and the rich and 
their shortcomings that you want to talk to me." 

' 'No, but I have been thinking that all over the countryside are good 

nit I pious men who would like to go on the Crusade if they could." 

No," soid the Cardinal sharply. "We had the Children's Crusade, 

mil the end of that was ghastly enough. A beggar's crasade would be 

ivcn worse." And he shuddered as he saw in his mind's eve all the 

g irs of Europe gathering together and sweeping like a great plague 

i locusts across the cities. "You know t hey would never reach the holy 

places anyway." 

"But my lord," protested Francis, "I never thought of their going to 
Ilir holy places. What I thought was that if they could come here to 
Ihe little church of the Portiuncula and if they could get Ihe indul- 

icchere — " 

' 'You mean," said the Cardinal, his voice decpeni ng ominous] y, "the 
indulgence that they would get in Jerusalem at the Sepulchre, here at 
Ihe Portiuncula?" 

"Yes," said Francis. "Of course," he explained as the astonishment 
deepened on tlie Cardinal's usually calm race, "Of course, they would 
bave to have confessed their sins and done whatever penance the priest 
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give them, and paid their debts and composed their quarrels; with tl 
neighbors, just as if they were going on the Crusade." 

!h.: magnitude of this latest folly finally dawned on the Cardinal, 
Me looked at the little man standing there with eyes shining mid lundi 
outstretched. "But what good would tliat do the Crusade 01 anything 
else?" Ugolino asked. 

"My lord," said Francis reproachfully, "do you not remember wlul 
the Holy Father of blessed memory said about the sign of the Tan, :|| "l 
how we should never man the Crusade nor win the holy places unlen 
the Christians at home—" 

"1 know," said the Cardinal. "But to whom would they give the 
gift, for I know that you would not allow it to stay at the Pottiuncula?" 

"There would be 110 gift, only the most precious gift of all — then 
selves." 

"Francis, there are times when 1 don't know which of us is crazy." 

''But you will tell Pope llonorius, will you not?" asked Francivj 
kneeling down and hying his hands upon the feet of the Cardinal. 

"1 will ask him to sec you," said Ugolino, "and that is all. Even a 
Pope asks some modicum of sense of h is counselor." 

But as so often, the Cardinal of Ostia must have said more than he 
promised for his odd protege, for the new Pope did sec Francis before 
lie left Perugia. From his earliest years Ccncius of the Savclli had 
educated in the Lateran, but even all the years of his experience 
Rome had proved but a poor introduction to the concentrated com 
in the world's cupidity and duplicity that three or four mouths in 
papal court in Perugia had given him. "It was the first thing anybody 
had asked of me," said llonorius, telling Ugolino of his interview with 
Francis, "that did not have a soldo anywhere between the lines. Indeed, 
when I bade the fellow wait till I should write out the indulgence, lie 
told me that he did not want a parchment- the verbal permission 1 hail 
given him was all he needed." 

"I shall certainly be at that Chapter," said the Cardinal. 

He was as good as his word. He had planned to arrive a week early 
with a secretary or two and go up to the abbey and catch up on liii 
correspondence while he talked of practical plans with Bernard and 
Peter. But he was delayed in Roma by one of the countless cinergeucicj 
of which his days were made, and though the roads out of Assisi were 
still thronged with brethren hastening to the Chapter, the fields and 
the woods around the Portiuncula were already crowded with friar* 
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when lie arrived. Someone, doubt lev. Francis, be thought, bad had the 

bright idea of making mats out of the rusbej thai grew m the river 
bul torn, and all over the bare spaces in the fieldi and even to the woods, 

these little mats had been raised aloft on Sticks, and undci Hum the 
Ilrcthren slept. They were just emerging from the mats whin the 
I lamina! appeared at the little church, lit had taken ofl bil robes, and 
lie had put on a pilgrim's dress as simple as Hie brethren'* own. Now 
with Francis as deacon, he said the Solemn Mass. Then having laid the 
liinplc vestments of the Portiuncula aside, he had gone out with 
I' i.incis to look at the Chapter. 

"II is really very well organized," said Francis, and tie explained how 
Ilic brethren had come in together, sometimes a house, perhaps twenty 
'" Ihirty or even fifty men, sometimes several houses in a district, 
Wmctimes the whole district, so that up to a hundred men had been 
llccping together. 

"I see," said Ugolino dryly. 

"And for food, look!" said Francis. All through the fields and the 
Orchards about them the Cardinal saw some of the younger brethren 
moving with their arms full of loaves of bread and with flagons of 
country wine and brays of country cheese, while all about the brethren 
Were giving thanks and eating. And when he emerged from the wood, 
lie saw that there was a steady procession of carts and of country folk 
•villi baskets on their heads bringing in provisions for the Chapter. 

' ' I lave you any idea yet how many are here?" 

"Yes," said Francis triumphantly. "Bernard made a count vesterday, 
hkI he estimates that there are over three thousand." 

' 'And you have food for that number?" 

"Yes," said Francis even more triumphantly, "food, and the good 
Country people have brought in bowls and cups, too." When presently 
•i bell sounded and the brethren came and sat down around the ehureii 
<•! the Portiuncula, and Francis rose to address the company, (lie 
( ordinal had to admit that here indeed was a miracle of order. Then he 
rettkd down to listen to Francis' address. It was a great thing, Francis 
reminded his audience, the Indulgence of the Portiuncula which the 
Tope had given them, fora fresh start in man's crusade against himself 
would be within reach of every poor man, woman, or child who came 
to the church on the day of its dedication. But that was only one day in 
the year, said Francis, and the Cardinal smiled a little as he remem- 
bered how Francis had tried to persuade the Hope to make it every day 
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in the year, and even Honorius had held firm that one day was cnmij[li 
for the most extraordinary privilege in the history of tlie Church, Ik 
need not say anything to these his happy brethren, Francis went on, ot 
the great blessings which they enjoyed who had taken the vow*; of the 
knights of poverty, and who with that blessed bride, My Lady Poverty, 
had found themselves free of the world's bondage. But there were all 
these men and women to whom God had not vouchsafed such high 
privileges, and yet they were striving to do the will of God in that stall 
of life to which God's providence had called them, and who would 
say that out of the very difficulties of their way of life, God's gracl 
might not create ftcsh blessings. Then he went on to tell them wh.il 
Sister Clare had suggested when he had told her of these good men and 
women, of the warmth of whose charity most of them at some time 01 
other had had some taste— Sister Clare had reminded him (hat ii I iad 
been possible for the brotherhood of the Poor Penitents to found a 
second order for women; so why not now a third order for both men 
and women, who though in the world would yet in the spirit be of tlio 
brotherhood? Pcrliaps the Cardinal of Ostla, sitting on the steps at 
Franc-is 1 side, had moved a little at that point. Certainly he had looked 
a I the Preacher bard enough, but at any rate Francis paused and added, 
as if he were conceding a point to an invisible opponent, that of course, 
there were problems and there would be difficulties, but of what 11I 
God's undertakings was that not true? 

The Cardinal of Ostia looked over the company in front of him. In 
the front row he could sec Uti, and Bernard, and Sylvester, and IVlu 
Calami, and a number of other clerks and scholars. Surely, they musl 
liave some idea of what the little man was undertaking, but the va$l 
majority of (he thousands before him, squatting in the dust, knew only 
that this was what Francis wanted and felt only the warmth of his 
vision. "It is another thing to worry about," thought Ugolino. And 
then as the session broke up in a great paean of thanksgiving, the 
Cardinal became aware Ibat on the fringes of the crowd were visitors 
who had been Witching from their horses, and who now dismounted 
and tying their horses to trees, came forward. To his astonishment the 
Cardinal saw that it was the Spaniard Dominic and a man in a doctor's 
robe whom he did not know. Hut Francis had seen the newcomers, and 
he went and flung his arms around Dominic and bade him welcome. 

"That is a superb idea of yours, Francis," said Dominic, "this third 

order." 
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"Superb!" echoed the Cardinal, who had come up behind Francis, 

■ Dominic knelt to kiss his ring, the Cardinal .shook liis list in his 

"You, at least, have sense enough to know wh;it (lie problems 

■ i. 

TScnse enough to know what the problems are," said Dominic 

i ly, "but at is Francis who had (he idea." 

I In n Francis caught sight of the man who liad been holding back 
While Dominic knell before the Cardinal. It was Klias Bomlnione. 
Ii.iiitjs embraced him, too, and then he looked nl Dominic, "So he 
in joined you," be said happily. 

But Dominic sbook his head, and Elias knelt down in the dust at 

I uncis* feet. "Francis," he said, "your father lias just died up (here in 
\ iisi. I asked your brother not to trouble you until you had vnur 
i luptet under way, but before your father died he said he had been 
in ill father to you; and now, Francis, 1 ask you: do you take me to be 
i good son to you." 

Francis gazed in astonishment at Elias, and he held him at arm's 
h ngth and looked into his intensely alive face as if he would hold the 

II i -if those burning eyes away from him. Then he shook his bead. 
"Klias," he said, "I am a poor, simple little man, and you are a great 

m Iwlar." 

Hut for answer, Elias grasped Francis' sandalled feet and put his 
bead in the dust between them. "I have heard the Lord's call," he said, 
"and I have come to follow Him with you." 

Francis knelt down and took Klias' head between his hands and he 
lined the mystic Tau. upon his forehead, and then he turned to 
Bernard and Leo and Peter, who had stood watching. "Brother Klias," 
he said simply, and as they still stood frozen in astonishment, Francis 
(iiok off the cord from his own habit and tied it around the plain 
pilgrim tunic of Elias, and Elias burst inlo tears. 

That afternoon Francis slipped out of the thronging Chapter, and 
taking Leo for his sole companion, walked through the fields towards 
BcvagrUt Leo's heart was full of the excitement of the morning, but 
Francis seemed far away, as if lost in some vision of things invisible. 

They were several miles from the thronging roads around the 
I'wtiuncula when suddenly they came upon a clump of trees just 
off their path fairly bubbling with the twittering of birds, and Leo 
i lied out, "See what a host there is!" 

Slowly Francis seemed to return to himself; then seeing that most 
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of llicm were little hooded larks, he exclaimed with delight, "Thci» 
larks arc already suited to be friars and nuns!" As he stood tlierc, soi m 
of the birds swooped down from the trees and "hopped about his feci, 
and Francis lifted His hands in delight and began to talk to them. "Oil, 
my little sisters and my brethren, the birds! You must give thanks in 
God. You are free to spend all your days singing His praises. Ymi 
carry your clollies on your back, and your food you may pick up in 
every hedge. And the dusty miles melt below the joyous beating o| 
your wings. It would be ingratitude, indeed, if you did not use tliii 
happy freedom to please Him, to sing I lis praises for all of 85." 

It seemed to Leo that the birds listened, and Francis laughed with 
delight. Then lie lifted his hand and made the sign of the cross, ami 
the birds flew up in a great canopy of beating wings. For a moment 
they hovered atbve them, and then they parted into four companies 
forming a cross, and flew to the four ends of the earth. Francis, whfl 
watched one group oF them winging Over tlie rolling lulls towaid 
BcvilgtM, clapped his hands and said, "Tnus will I send my friars to I lie 
four quartos of the earth that all men may have the glad tidings of 
their saving!" 



IV: The Shadow of Success 



As the first decade of the life of the Order drew to a close, Francis 
< imkl see everywhere about him the fruit of his labors when lie walked 
in the clearing arouncl the Portiuncula in the evening, listening to the 
birds in the trees, and farther off, the quiet pattling of the river over the 
stones, lie could have called his work good, and yet it seemed to him 
ili.d it was not quite as he had dreamed. He thought there were fewer 
birds to sing now in the trees, for one thing, but it may only have been 
lli.it (he wood had been pushed back. Sometimes as lie looked at the 
hive of low wattle-and-thatch huts, he thought wistfully of the days 
when one little shed held all the brotherhood. When it first became 
iieccssarv to add another hut, he had insisted that it be built as close 
IS possible to the first; and so as the flock of new arrivals made still more 
huts necessary, he hied to keep them together. Though Francis had 
been a little frightened at the way in which the settlement mush- 
roomed, still he could not think of a single brother whom he would 
have spared. 

It was not Francis' way to look back, and yet there were nights when 
he remembered just a couple of huts in the clearing and the air sweet 
in the evening. On his last visit, the Cardinal of Ostia had complained 
of the stench, and he had pointed to the outermost hut in the fringes 

HI 
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of tlic wood, and he had asked Francis, "Do you know what is goitie n 
iti thai house there?" 

Francis had stoutly answered that the life of the Brotherhood was 
going on in that hut as in every hut in the Fori iimcub. And the 
Cardinal had shrugged his shoulders. "Happy man!" he had said. Bui 
it was in that very hut that a few Jays later Sylvester, going to visit * 
sick brother, had caugh t a gleam of metal on a little shelf over the doc* 
and, investigating, Iiad discovered a coin. Horrified as Francis was. how 
ever, that was only the beginning, for none of the brethren in (he hut 
would own up to possession of the forbidden silver In vain he u 
minded them of the provision of (he iule that said forgiveness was 
always waiting to embrace the penitent, but none would confess, and 
presently Francis with a sigh accepted the suggestion of Bernard thai 
perhaps after all llic coin bad beco hidden there bv somebodv fim.i 
another hut But though the shadow had been lifted from that particu- 
lar group of his brethren, tlie thought that somewhere in their midst 
was so shifly a traitor gnawed at the founder's heart. 

When once Francis confided his worry to Peter, the latter rcmi nded 
him briskly enough, "Our Lord Himself with only twelve men had one 
who betrayed I lim. What makes you thjnfc you "should nc any better 
off l ban He?" And Peter went on to argue, as he had often before, that 
there should be some waiting time before a man was made free of the 
Order. But Francis would not hear of this. What was the point of cm. 
bracing a new brother and then holding him at arm's length? Elias 
Bombaione, also, had thought that there sliould be some period of 
probation, and he had embarrassed Francis by conspicuously coming 
last to the church and meals until finally Francis had asked him, was he 
not content with what tic had done? And Elias had had to yield. 

In the old days, too, the brethren had sung as they worked, and had 
laughed and jested as I hey ate. But now that they were so many, the 
voices had fallen, and now and then Francis thought that he caught 
men whispering together, and sometimes the races fell when even he 
came near. But suspicion was like a wraith of cloud in a clear summer 
sky. Even the tiniest filamcn t disl orbed Francis' clear spirit, but it blew 
away quickly. 

Outside the settlement at the Portiuucula Francis had always been 
more vigilant. It was not that he watched his brethren. In the first days 
when one never knew when a hard word or a stone might fly, Francis 
had seen the familiar habit of his brotherhood at the end of an alley or 
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ii» out of a country road with a I ingle of sensitiveness as if each 

lull seen figure were an extremity of his body, and in its well-being he 

rapneed, and in its pain lie suffered. Now those days were long past. 
Ins heart warmed continually to the windows and doors that 

i cd so readily to the Friars' salutation, "May Cod pw you peace!" 

' nily heeven began to worn lucmsc the home-wives of Av.isi were 
mm linger getting rid of their broken scraps, but were wrapping up tlicir 

IhkaI loaves in pieces of linen for the brethren. 

< If course, a good deal of the gossip of Assisi came down the road 
in the Portiuocula with the loaves and the meat and the wine, and 
'Inn the gossip presently went from what was happening in the 
I Unities of the men who had left Assisi to general scandal, Francis 
m minded his brethren thai there were some things which the religions 
Bould contemplate only to pray over. He should not have been sur- 
prised, therefore, when one day aiming from the Bishop's palace, he 
noticed two of his brethren chatting and laughing with a couple of 
■/omen on one of the gaily-painted little balconies above a side street. 
I here is no harm in mirth," thought Francis to himself, and yet he 
MS worried when he looked up at the women and saw the bold 
freedom of their glances. He thought that one of the brethren was a 
young man who had joined them recently, but the other he seemed to 
remember from further back. It saddened him to think that he should 
not know all his own brethren any more. But the bold looks of the 
women and the laughter haunted him, and, as so often happened, 
when he became first aware of something disturbing, his worries on 
(hat score soon multiplied. At first, it was stories of the new Third 
c hder. Some foolish brethren on the road to Rome had had the idea of 
making a third order of beggars and had actually given the cord to a 
mixed lot of cheerful vagabonds, men and women alike, Francis 
-Jiuddered to think how that story would echo through the whispering 
walls of the Cardinal of Ostia's palace. 

Happily, Francis had not reckoned with the jealousy of the Third 
Order themselves. Solid citizens refused to see their names stained by 
a bunch of thieves and trollops and so frightened the poor beggars that 
1licy swore they would forget that they had ever heard the name of 
Francis. And this saddened Francis when he heard of it, and he found 
il hard to give the zealous brethren the praise they had looled for. The 
Cardinal's answer to the letter Francis had promptly dictated to Leo 
was even more chilling, for Ugolino wrote briefly that he was glad to 
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know that Francis was listening at last to what men said of the behavior 
of his followers. Bernard and Peter looked thoughtfully at each other 
■over the Cardinal's letter, hut there was worse to come. A neighboring 
bishop complained (o the Bishop of Assisi that the resort of the breth- 
ren to the Poor Ladies in his neighborhood gave their house a much- 
frequented air that was ill-becoming a convent of religious women. 
When the Bishop of Assisi passed that protest on lo the head of the 
Order, Francis wept, and he went up to San Oamianoi to sec Clare. 
Sister Clare's eyes softened at the grief in his face, but she sniffed at 
the bishops. 

"All the Bishop has to do is to send word to the superior of that con- 
vent and to tell her that if she does not check the resort of visitors, he 
wilt ask Ihc sisters to eleel anol her superior — to say nothing," she added 
tartly, "of a word in the car of the guardian of the brothers' house 
when next lie comes to his palace." 

Bernard and Peter were less sure. "There is something to what the 
Bishop says," said I'clci. "It is easy to fee! a rash confidence in the 
habit." 

But Brother | nniper, who happened to be sitting on a fallen tree near 
them, whittling away at a wooden spoon, laughed. "What does your 
wisdom say?" asked Bernard, not unkindlv. 

"Hon like a theologian!" said Juniper with a smile at Brother Peter 
that softened the contempt of his words. "All these big words," said 
Brother juniper, "for a very simple thing." And he put the wood and 
the knife down on I he groui id, a nd he st retched out his hands. "I work 
all day long," aid he, "lagging. And when 1 come back here with my 
arms full, what does Brother Cook say? 'Is that all vou have brought 
me?' or 'Those cabbages have withered in the heat of the sun', or Thai 
meat smells already-' And then some idlers who haw done nothing lml 
dote in front of the altar all day in the cool of the chapel, they begin lo 
laugh and they say, "What could you expect of a clown like tliat?' Bui ," 
said Brother Juniper, Smoothing down the folds of his robe with an 
absurdly feminine gesture, "I take the same load of miscellaneous cast 1 
offs of Christian charity up to Sister fortress at San Damiano, and what 
does she say?" And now Juniper pursed up his lips and piped like a fine 
lady, " 'Wonderful, Brother JmiipcT! How generous you arc to bring 
us all that good food! How hot and tired you must be, poor man, 
tramping the streets all day in the heat, and bringing all of it to us!' " 
There was an indescribable little trill in the last phrase as Brotlm 
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) iiiiipcr pronounced it, so that in spile of their gravity the whole com- 
pany laughed. "And then she nnikcs mc sit down in thai cool little 
I'Kiiu o( hers, and she bustles off to Sister liifirinaiian,. and she tomes 
Kick with a glass of that sweet wine. Whal nil tonal mnii, I ask vou — " 
..ml Brother Juniper, and at the stress On the won] rational there was 
.1 fresh laugh., for in (he little instruction alter Mas?, thai morning 
Hrother Sylvester had reminded his audience thai though tlicy Iiad 
taken leave of the world, they had not taken leave of tlie nhli;;alion of 
every rational man lo use the reason which God had given him. "What 
rational man, I as3c yon," reiterated Brother Juniper, "would ool go up 
In San Damiano rather than here?" 

But when the laughter had died down. Brother Bernard observed 
udly that this was something of which they were likely to hear more. 
And Brother Juniper arose and with a great air of shaking the dust of 
I lie place off liis already very dusty habil announced, "And this issoine- 
lliing of which I have already heard enough!" and strode off. 

"Alas," said Francis, "God has spared us wives, and here we haw 
gotten ourselves sisters." 

"Of course," Peter judiciously reminded him, "most of the sisters are 
.» i redit to us. It is a very smalt number who get us talked about ." 

And Francis admitted that for this sort of gossip it took two, at 
lost. It was not fair to blame the sisters alone. "I am not sure," said 
I' tancis ruefully, looking first at home as was his wont for anything that 
hod gone wrong, "I am not sure that I have been as careful as I should 
he." 

Peter and Bernard said nothing, but Leo who had sat silent until 
now protested, "Whatever you and Sister Clare have said to each 
other could have been said Ix-fnrc the high altar in the Cathedral. 
Iwcrybody knows that." 

Francis shook his head sadly. "One's shadow falls so far," he said. 

Leo looked at him in alarm. "Brother Francis," he began severely. 

But Brother Juniper had come back, and now out of the shadows 
lie pieked up Leo's voice, delicately mimicking its distressed severity'. 
"Brother Francis," said he, "you arc beginning to sound like the 
t '.irdinal of Ostia." And then as the little group waited, "The Cardinal 
<»1 Ostia is a fine figure," said Juniper, with a large gesture sketching 
••tit the Cardinal's robes, "to grace a Chapter or a feast day; but for 
everyday fare, he is better off in Ostia, or wherever he disports himself 
when he's not here." 
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Francis laughed, and lie bade Brother Juniper be gone; there were 
some things that a jest would not mend. "I shall be more reserved," 
said he lo his old companions, and this time even Brother Leo kept 

still. 

But he had reckoned without Sister Clare. When several weeks had 
passed, and lie had not been up lo San Damiano, the Tirethren who had 
tarried supplies up to the door of the convent reported that Sister 
Clare was asking whether Brother Francis was ill. When the weeks 
grew to months, a message came to Francis which lie suspected had 
T>een a little diluted. Sister Ckuc wanted to know what nonsense had 
taken possession of the Poiliuncula; had Brother Francis never heard 
of scrupulosity? Wit h customary discretion. Sister Clare had waited for 
Brother Sylvester to put this question. Sylvester had tried to take a 
superior line. Scrupulosity was a priest's term, he had said, and Sister 
Clare had looked at him. 

"E'm not sure," said Brother Sylvester afterwards at the Portiuncub, 
"that I wouldn't rather have the Cardinal of Ostia look at mc than 
Sister Clare." And Francis smiled. "Of course," said Brother Sylvester, 
with an obvious effort to be just, "the head of a convent of nuns—" 
Sylvester paused, and now it was Brother Leo who laughed. 

"My aunt, the prioress," he said, "told mc once that she had never 
seen ,i penitential book but would be improved if only the author 
would let a woman who'd been prioress for ten years Book it over." 

"A feminine penitential!" said Peter scornfully. 

Francis shook Ins. head. "After all, half of the human race is fem- 
inine, and our good l-ord made it so." 

"But all the doctors are agreed," said Peter, "that it is the frailer 
half." 

But even Pclcr was less sure of that when another week had passed, 
Francis had sent a gift of especially fine white bread up to the Pool 
Ladies at San Damiano, and Sister Clare had bidden the carrier take ii 
down to the leper hospital. "Tell Brother Francis that it is spiritual 
bread we ask of him, and not just material." 

So Francis reluctantly went up to San Damiano, and he thought lo 
himself that he would rather face the Bishop than Sister Clare. Then 
he remembered how when he was a boy, though his father had cuffi d 
him often enough, the blow was soon forgotten. It was the look tif 
dist tess on his mother's face that haunted him for days and made him 
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.Kfonish liis master by the way lie learned his Latin declensions. "We 
may be the stronger sex," said Francis doubtfully to himself. 

Now Sister Clare received him with the greatest propriety with an 
old aunt of here and a cousin of the Bishop there in Ihc room, and site 
■nd her companions knelt down and asked for Francis' blessing with a 
I lecoram that would have enchanted I he Cardil mI ( < )sl ia. Then when 
Francis was seated and one of the ladies had gone to gel the CUp of cold 
water which was all the refreshment he would ever accent at their 
hands, the lady Clare came Straight to the poin t, " Wlui t is .ill t h is non- 
sense about?" 

For the 6rst time, Francis did not look into Sister Clace's face, but he 
«wild still feci those clear gray eyes upon him. "There has been gossip," 
he said, scuffing the edge of his sandal on the tile floor, like an uneasy 
.schoolboy under his master's eye. 

"Gossip?" sniffed Clare. "There is always gossip. But has there 
liecn any gossip about this house?" 

"Of course not!" said Francis, and the warmth of his indignation at 
■ he bare suggestion made Clare relax. 

"You are our founder and our father—" and Clare's voice softened. 
"Of course, we are frail, but have you ever known us deliberately to 
disobey you, or to fail you?" 

Then 'she saw Francis' face was quivering. "Forgive me," she begged. 
"You have so much to think of!" And a look of great compassion came 
into her clear eyes, and the warmth of her sympathy flowed arOund 
him, and Fra ncis' voice steadied. 

"It is the example I must 1hink of," he said piteously. 

"The example!" Clare's voice tightened again, "The example of 
running away for doing nothing?" she asked. "Oh, Father Francis! 
The example you have always given is the positive example not of fear 
hut of the freedom of love. I will tell you what we will do. Father 
Francis. I and one of mv sisters will come down to the Portuincula, 
and we will give thanks for our foundation, and then you will ask us 
lo sup with you." 

As Clare had known he would, Francis thought of that night so long 
ago when she and her cousin had come to the edge of the wood and 
found him and his first companions waiting there for her with flaring 
torches, and with hymns they had led her to the little chapel. Franeis' 
eves gleamed. 

" "Do, Brother Francis!" said Clare. "Better than any words or any 
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rules you can make, it will speak lo .ill I lie Poor ladies and the Friars 

of I lie kind of charity that is among us," 

At that moment the hell sounded for Vespers, and Francis took his 
leave. Sister Clare and licr sisters knelt down for hts blessing, and as 
she rose, she said, "Forgive me, but do not forget what [ have asked." 

Iliat night Francis consulted the oldest of his brethren on what 
Sister Clare had proposed. "I suppose I cannot do it," he said sadly. He 
thought it would be l£ o who would speak first * but to bis surprise it 
was Brother Sylvester who said, "It is only natural tliat she should want 
to see again the altat at which she took up her new life." 

Brother Bernard hastened to support him. "Whatever the gossip 
elsewhere, the whole world knows what Sister Clare is." 

"And the order she keeps in her house," added Brother Peter. 

"And you, Leo?" 

"The Lady Clare," said Leo, "was the first of al! the women who 
ever came to us." 

So Francis sent Brother Leo up to San Damiano to invite the Lady 
Clare and as many of her sisters as she should choose to come with her 
to sup at the Fortiuncula. 

"Urol her Francis," said Bernard, when Leo had gone off happily, 
"I think you should make some plan for the Lady Clare's entertain- 
ment." 

"She will not want any fuss made." 

Bernard smiled at his friend. "It rakes planning to avoid a fuss." 

"Then do what you want," said Francis, "but all of us who were here 
Ihen will come with me to meet her." 

Then," said Brother Bernard, "let us ask Brother Elias to make 
ready while we arc gone. I le will understand," Bernard added. 

Francis hesitated. "I suppose," he said thoughtfully, "I should not 
always ask counsel of those only who were here first. I was surprised, 
God knows, when Rrolhcr h'.lias came to us, but we have never had a 
new man who learned so fast or understood so well." So Francis tried to 
explain to Brother Klias that although there had been gossip, Sister 
Clare had asked tins thing: but Brother Klias at once answered that 
even the malicious could impute no scandal to anything which Sister 
Clare had proposed. 

Francis wondered if Sister Clare would come again in the middle of 
the night, but she sent word that she would come before Vespers, ami 
they would sing Vespers together in the little chapel, and then they 
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would sup. When the day came, Brother Elias asked Francis if he 
would not like to know what arrangements he had m;idc, but Francis 
said there was no need; he could Irusl him. 

When they were ready to start, Bernard called Francis and showed 
him a clean tunic which Brother Elias had brought to his place in the 
dormitory. "It is Only fitting." laughed Francis, "lliat we should go out 
like a bridegroom to meet the bride." But he was Startled when llicy 
entered the wood to have Brother Juniper conic running up with his 
hands full of wild flowers. 

"You do not go out to meet a queen," said Brother Juniper, "without 
flowers to give her." And he twisted a length of vine about the stems of 
(he Rowers and thrusl the bouquet into Francis' hand. 

"Sister Clare will like that," said Leo. 

So when Sister Clare and the sister who accompanied her rose from 
ibeir knees at the edge of the wood, Francis handed the flowers to her. 
"This is Brother Juniper's thought," he said with a smile. 

"Ah, I shall come like a bride again to the Portiimcula." 

But as Francis soon noticed, they walked a little more slowly througlr 
the wood this time; yet the air was sweet, and when he looked at the- 
face of Sister Clare, she was smiling. Back at the Portiimcula, it seemed' 
to Francis, Brother F.lias had thought of everything. He liad cleared 
out a little reed hut just where the path from the wood emerged into 
the clearing, where the Lady Clare and her companion might retire. 
And though there was a throng of the "brethren around the Portiuncula, 
I ic had a little aisle cleared and waiting for them to go into the Church. 

Sister Clare wept when she saw the tapers burning on the altar. 
There were no golden tresses on it now, but someone had put some 
bright flowers there. When Vespers were sung, Clare knelt down again 
iKforc Francis and, putting lice hands in his, she repeated her vows. 
Francis said slowly, "God grant you grace to keep them all the days of 
your life;" then he added, "as you have always done," and Clare 
covered her face with her hands. 

Francis was disappointed that Brother Elias had admitted to the 
supper in the convent only the little company that had gone to meet 
Clare, but Francis foieot that disappointment when he saw that F.lias 
I tad served the simple repast on the ground with wooden bowls and tin 
cups, all spotlessly clean, and loaves of fresh bread and earthen pitchers 
of thin brown country wine. Sister Clare's eyes sparkled as she sac 
down, and when Francis had given thanks, he took the loaf of bread 
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in front of him and broke it, and he gave a piece to her. But though she 
touched it to her lips and kissed it, she did not cat, (or Francis had 
bcgvtn to speak with gratitude of the perfection with which Klias had 
understood the meaning of their poverty. 

"He was always quick of understanding," said Peter of Catanii. 

Sister Clare said nothing; only she looked thoughtfully at Eliaj 
where he stood by the door. But when he saw that all was in order, he 
went out and shut the door. Then Francis began to sing. It was a little 
hymn in honor of Our Lady Poverty which he had taught Sister Clans 
in those first days. Soon they were all singing with him, the men's 
voices ringing out clear and strong, and the women's voices embroider- 
ing them sweetly like a vine creeping with its Bowers over the trunk 
of an oak tree. Ilic brethren outside left their supper to stand and 
listen, and in tlie fields beyond, as the farmers made their way back 
home in the dusk, they stopped to listen, too, and so did the fishermen 
down in the reeds along the river, and some of the charcoal burners 
going home in the woods— and in all these places men smiled at each 
other and said, "'l"he angels are singing again at Saint Mary's." And the 
singing continued, only a little lower, as the brethren escorted Sister 
Clare and her companion through the wood back to San Damiano. 



2 

Early that summer of 1217 Honorins the Pope came to Perugia for a 
rest in the hills. lie was already an old man, and his years were begin- 
ning to lie heavily on his stooped shoulders. Shortly after his magnifi- 
cent entourage had passed through Assisi, the Cardinal of Ostia fol- 
lowed to muke a report on one of his unendin g missions. As he stopped 
for a night's rest at Assisi, he sent for Francis. His secretary had 
protested that his lordship was loo wean' after all the suitors he had 
seen along the way; but the Cardinal had reassured him with a smile, 
"I won't say that the little man will not bring his problems, too, but 
at least they will be different from those of anybody else." 

"All religious orders have the same problems," said the secretary, 
before whose eyes the succession of suitors was beginning to "blur. 

"That may be, but at least the solutions which Francis tries will he 
different from the rest. And there arc two things he will not ask for: 
permission to acquire another piece of land, and another relaxation of 
his Rule." 
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The Cardinal was quite right. lie asked Francis the kiiiic question he 

li.nl ;i\kcd the long succession nf abbots and priors whom he had been 

ingOD the way from Rome, "What is on your mind now. Brother?" 

"Hooks," said Francis without hesitation. 

The Cardinal blinked. "Yon mean von waul some books?" 

"No." 

"You are the only religious superior in Italy, I believe," said the 
< ordinal laughing, "who would answer 'no* to ilia! que si ion. Have you 
I in ncd against learning, Brother l-'rancis, like some of 1 hejc herel icj out 
"ii llie roads?" But the Cardinal ceased his tensing at the shocked look 
on Francis' face. 

"For learning I have only the greatest respect," Francis hastened 
to reassure him. "But let us leave learning to the Benedictines up 
llicrc," and he gestured in the direction of Monte Subasio. "We have 
other work to do," and he pointed down. 

"Who's talking about books, then? Brother Elias?" Ugolino asked 
.shrewdly. 

Francis looked thoughtful. "No," he said, '"Brother Elias is a perfect 
liiar. He brought oulv his breviary with him when he came, and when 
he saw the Mass book and the Gospels on the altar in the church, he 
said that was all that a priest needed." 

'Then who is it?" asked tlic Cardinal, noting that although Francis 
hid leaped at once to the defense of Brother Elias, the question raised 
.1 kind of surprised uneasiness in his mind. "Or have you been luring 
nl her doctors here?" 

"It is the younger brethren," Francis sighed. 

"It is always the younger brethren," said the Cardinal, crossing his 
knees more co mfort ably. 

"Oh, no," said Francis hastily, "they are good lads— but they are 
always wanting books." 

"I assure you, Brother Francis"— the Cardinal suppressed a smile 
with some difficulty— "all the other religious superiors in Christendom 
would be quite content if the younger brethren were asking for nothing 
hut books. Why should they not have books?" 

"It is not their cal ling," said Francis stoutly. 

"But they arc men of education. Some of them arc priests. They arc 
going out to preach in the countryside." 

Francis looked weary. "But there arc breviaries enough now at the 
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Portimicula, and there arc several copies of the Gospels, and there is 
the Mass book, and the Office book—" 

"What more could a man want?" Ugolino finished the sentence. 
"Brother Francis, has no one told you that this is a great age of learning 
in the church, that men arc thirsting for learning as never before? 
Don't I hear that every variety of man now is coming to join your 
Order?" And then he saw how Planes' eyes flashed as he flung his amis 
wide. 

"God has been vcrv good to us." And then as if there had been some 
shadow of pride even in the thanksgiving, he hastened to add, "Men 
are capable of more good than people usually think." 

"Yes, when yon toucli their imaginations/' said Ugolino thought- 

foUy- . ., „ 

"The face of Lady Poverty is a beautiful one when you lift the veil. 

The Cardinal sighed, It was a soft cushion in the Bishop's chair, he 
reflected, for which he was grateful after the day's riding. "Yes,' he 
went on, "most of the time we ask too little of men, I suspect, less than 
they would give. But V°u haven't answered my question. What is the 
matter wilt, books? 1 like to read myself-wheii I get a chance," lie 
added ruefully. . 

Francis looked around the plainly furnished but very substantial- 
looking room in the Bishop's palace. "That is all right here," he said 
: ,t bst, "but books arc precious things, and you cannot thrust them 
Wider the thatch, or leave them on a shelf over the door. You must 
erect a fine house for them, and then when you have built it, you must 
put a lock on the door so that thieves will not conic in. Then, a man 
who has one liook wants another, and presently you must have a scrip- 
torium thai is warm and drv where men may sit and copy books, and 
before you know it," Sflid Francis, "you have two sorts of brethren. 
You have the brethren who sit with the books, and you must have a 
fire for their hands that thev may no! freeze, and warm robes and 
hoods, and even a little fur that they may be warm enough to keep 
awake over the books. And then they will think that they are better 
than the brethren in tlic short tunics who work outdoors in the mud 
and who run along the fro/en roads, and who go down to the river For 
the water and up in the streets to beg, and then at last they will begin 
to think that thev must have finer food." 

The Cardinal raised his eyebrows. "You do sound like the heretics, 
Brother Francis." And then at the distress on the little man s face, he 
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hughed, "And like Pope Innocent, too. Well, wc can let all this wait 
until, let us say, next year. What I want to talk to you about now arc 
your pla ns for this year's Chapter at St. Mary of the Angels." 

"I have been thinking about that—" Francis leaned forward against 
ihc table at which they sat. "It seems to inc. inv lord, I hat everywhere 
wc go in Italy now men are making us welcome, and I hey are coming to 
join us in greater audi greater numbers." 

"So!" said the Cardinal with satisfaction. "You have begun to realize 
that yon are going to have more men than ever before for this year's 

Chapter*" 

Francis looked at the Cardinal in surprise, "But, of course, my lord, 
that has been true every year from the first. It is more noticeable now 
because wc have only one Chapter a year where wc used to have four." 
And! then at the smile on Ugolino's face, he added grudgingly, "Of 
course, t here are more friars." 

"Well, what are you planning to do about i 17" 

"It seems to mc," said Francis, "that now that people do understand 
us in Italy, the time has come for us to go out into foreign parts, to go 
over the mountains into- France—" Francis' eyes shone, and then as 
lie saw the resistance in Ugoli no's face, he hastened to add, "Of course, 
wc shall be fair to the others, too. We will go into Spain and into 
( Jcrinany and perhaps evcii"-~and now awe came into his voice— 
"into England!" 

Rut the Cardinal was recovering from his astonishment. "This is 
moonshine," he said. "Maybe all this will come true some day," he 
.xlded, taking pity at the shock in Francis' face, "but not this year or 
next. What I am talking about is what you arc going to do for that 
Chapter." 

"But this is it, my lord." 

The Cardinal was tired. Under the spell of the little man's cnlhusi- 
iisin he had seen that vision of the brothers of St. Francis spilling over 
1 1 ii* mountains and into all the world. How could he make him sec 
lliat the problems that had not yet been solved in Italy would not be 
solved abroad? That would have to wait until later. Mow many things 
ilicsc days had to wait until later! And already, he knew, he was an old 
nun. "My dear son," he said, "I was not thinking of anything that may 
happen in— oh, let us say— ten years." And then seeing the consterna- 
tion on Francis' face, he went on inexorably, "I'm thinking of what's 
i;<nng to happen down at the Portiuncula in just a few weeks." 
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"But that is what I am going to talk about." 

"Never mind what you're going to talk about," said Ugolino, and 
though he saw the look of relief on Francis' face, he pushed on. "It's 
what you're going lo do that I want to know. You said you bad three 
thousand men there last year. I thought it was closer to four thousand, 
and so did Bernard, my secretary, who is used to estimating crowds. 
But say it was three thousand. 'if it was, you'll certainly have four 
thousand men here this year. What arc you going to do with them?" 

"God will provide. Did he not provide last yea r?" And then Francis' 
face kindled, and lie leaned forward eagerly. "My lord, did yOU not 
hear? After you and all your train had gone, we bad to keep the breth- 
ren for two whole days in OTdcr that none of the good food should be 
wasted, and we sent every man away with bread enough for his journey, 
and wc carried baskets up hi the leper hospital and to Sister Clare." 

"If you don't do something about the tangle of things that yon had 
at lltcPortiunciila, people won't be able to get their carts in to bring 
you the food. Til grant you," said the Cardinal magnanimously, "that 
they will bring in enough food for all your men, but yOuve got to have 
some way thai they can get In." 

"They can cany it." 

"My dear friend, cvciy parish priest knows that you have to smooth 
the way a little for the good intentions of Christian charity, and that 
stench was not the odor of sanctity, and half those buildings were 
falling down." 

"It is not San Damiono, I grant," said Francis thoughtfully. Then 

there came a gleam into his eye. 

"No," said the Cardinal. "God knows 1 wish wc could ask Sister 
Clare and lici sisters to come and clean that place up, and my palace 
and every other palace in Rome. I suspect that would do more for 
Rome than anything Innocent or any other Pope has ever dreamed up 
in the way of rules and regulations. But Cod settled that in the Garden 
of Eden," he said. "Now whom have you in that company of yours 
whom you could charge wilh making some rational preparations for 
receiving your brethren?" 

"Brother Bernard is a little tired," said Francis thoughtfully, "and 
I have sent him up to the hermitage of the Carccri, with Brother Giles 
to lake care of him. He will pray for us," he added hopefully. 

"It will take more than prayers. Haven't you some younger brother?" 
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"I don't want to disturb tlic younger brethren." And then liis face 
lighted — "There is Brother Klias." 

"Brother Elias'. Francis, lie is at least as old ns you arc." 

"He seems to undcrsland the younger brethren," said Francis 
Ihonghrfulh". "Von know what you said about dqi giving the younger 
brethren more help in their fmtd:iys in (he Order?" 

It was not quite tlie wav the Cardinal had put it. he reflected, "but 
it was a reasonable translation into Franca" terms, and :i! least the little 
man liad heard what lie had said al>oul new recruits running wild. "I 
1 bought you were asking Brother Leo to take enre of that." 

"Brother Leo would do it better than anybody else," said Francis 
soberly. "In tact, he did do it the right way, too, taking the new brother 
with him everywhere, into the fields, and up into- the town, and into 
the caves. Half a dozen, he said, was the right number, and then it was 
like a father with his sons. But when it came to be a dozen, he said he 
felt likea bishop with a lot of flunkies at his heels." 

The Cardinal drew in his breath so that he almost whistled. "Brother 
l.co has come a long way. What did you do then?" 

"[ asked Brother Elias," said Francis, and the Cardinal smiled. 
When Elias Bombaionc joined Francis at the Portiuncula, Ugolino 
was as astonished as Dominic and everybody else, and lie used some of 
bis agents to make inquiries for him at Bologna and Paris, and the sum 
of all those inquiries TO! what Francis had just said. For Elias was one 
nf (hose men whom harassed and puzzled authority would always ask 
lo take the responsibility it knew not how to discharge itself. 

"Well," said Ugolino, "I take it that Brother Elias found a different 
way to do it, not like a father with six, or a bishop with twelve. How 
did he do it? Like a schoolmaster with forty?" 

Francis looked puzzled. Tin not sure how he did it/' he said at last 
"1 think he put the newcomers into one hut with him and showed 
thern how to do things, and then when they had got accustomed to our 
ways, he used them to help the next ones who came along, lie does 
everything very quietly, Brother lilias." The Cardinal noticed the relief 
in h is voice as he said it. 

"He sounds like my friend Dominic," said UgOlinO to himsel f. Then 
as he looked at Francis, he marvelled how the little man bad penetrated 
the mystery of a kind of genius that was precisely opposite to his own, 
the genius of administration. 'That is his extraordinary gift," he 
thought to himself, "the ability to reach the hearts of men who arc 
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totally different from himself." And the great diplomat looked at 
Francis with such awe that the latter became troubled. 
"There is nothing wrong with that, is there?" 

"No," said the Cardinal, hastily returning to his responsibilities. 
"You couldn't have done better." 

'[•hen said Francis, "Shall 1 ask Brother Ellas to get Saint Mary of 
the Angels ready for the Chapter meeting?" 
"Again, yoii couldn't do better." 

"Then," said Francis happily, "I can go on that mission I haw 
promised over to Ccttona." 

The Cardinal stared at Francis. How could a man keep such inno- 
cence so long in this world? Rut the Cardinal was tired. "He will find 
out soon enough," he said to himself. 

As it happened, it turned out to be sooner than the Cardinal had ex- 
pected. Francis' mission had been a joyous one, marred only by two 
shadows. The Franciscans in the little convent outside the town had 
been offered a fine stone building by the lord of Ckttona. It was a plain 
building: actually it had been the stables for the lord's hunting lodge. 
Cleaned out, it would make it possible for the friars to take caic of and 
train the brethren who were flocking to them before they sent then) 
mil D0 work in the fields. But Francis had been so indignant in his first 
reaction to this proposal that the brethren had hastily thrown theni- 
Sdves at his feet and asked forgiveness, and when Francs hade them go 
and tell the lord they would not take his stables for themselves but 
would use than to build a lepeT hospital, which everyone knew the 

region needed, they agreed. 

Then over at Todi Francis found that the brethren were very proud 
of two young schola.s who had left the Benedictine house and come 
down to join them. Now they wanted Francis permission to send them 

to study at Bologna. 

"What w.ll they Kan. a! Bologna," said FiiMCiS, that Will help 
them to be better servants of Poverty? Will they teach then, at Bologna 
how to reach the hearts of (he fanners in the fields or the merchants 
travelling along the road ?' 

The next day the two young brethren came and flung themselves at 
Francis' feet and said that they would go up into the lulls and wouM 
preach to the charcoal burners, and Francis blessed them and assured 
them that that was a quicker way to Paradise than all the ha.r-splittmg 
at Bologna. So Francis came back a little tired, pcrhaps-ccrtainly not 
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d.mcingalongashehad when, lie was younger, but thinking with sober 
iinfiictioii of kneeling down and giving thanks before the altar at the 
I'ottiuncula. But just as he came to the first little chimp of huts, he 
slood still, for there where lie should have been able to look down the 
twisting path and sec the gray walls of the I'oilhincula just at the end 
i't the path where it vanished from si^hl, llierc slood a great block of 
■aw yellow stone in I i is path. For a moment be thought lli.il he was 
Kong a mirage and that all liis fears had taken shape and now stimd 
in a block of delusion across his path. Then as he blinked, he nw I hat 
■I was no delusion. Tlicsc were the stones of reality. There was a little 
window, too, with a shutter, 

"What robber of a lord has come and made his dwelling with lis?" 
Francis cried out in astonishment, and then he rushed down the p-ath 
.Hid knocked with his staff at the stone. There was no mistaking its 
n tuality. Two of the younger brethren, who had heard liiin cry, rushed 
nut and knelt down at his feet for Ins blessing, but he pushed them 
.iside. llaen he met one of the older brethren. 

"What is it?" asked Francis. 

"H is a house where the brethren may register when they come in for 
I lie Chapter meeting/' 

"It is a house of the devil!" said I'Vancis, and at that moment be 
i .mght sight of Brother Leo. 

"I was watching for you, Francis." 

"Who has done this thing?" 

"Who do yOu think?" 

Another time Francis would have stopped at this extraordinary note 
nf bitterness in the quiet voice of Brother Leo, but he rushed on. It 

leaned to him as he looked about the familiar clearing around the liitlc 

t hurch tliat everything was changed. New paths, new timber on some 
"I the weather-beaten walls, new thatch, golden on the roofs in the 
Lite afternoon sunshine. The sickness in his stomach had now been 
wept with fire, and he stood in the center of the clearing looking 
.noiiiid as if for a fitting object which that tire might devour. It was 
Ihen that Elias came and knelt down at his feet, but Francis thrust 
«mt one thin arm at the new stone building and thundered, "Who has 
done this?*' 

"My master," said Elias in a low voice, "you bade me mate ready foi 
the Chapter meeting;." 

"Brother Elias," said Francis, "I have commended the new brethren 
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to you for teaching, and do you know so little of tliclife of poverty- tlul 
you build a stone forticss here in our very sanctuary? Do you not 
understand that wood and mud and thatch arc the stuff of which the 
temporary booths in the wilderness shall be made for these pilgrims 
who will not be at home except in eternity?" 

Elias had risen to his feet, and for a moment he stood there looking 
at Francis uncertainly, and then he bowed his head. "What docs my 
master bid me do?" 

Suddenly the subserviency that had so disarmed Francis nauseated 
him, and he flung lies ami out so that his knuckles were almost bruised 
on the stone. "Tear it down," he said, "before the lightning of God 
strikes ns all!" 

Without a word F.lias went and came back with an axe, and as he 
flung it into the wooden door, it shattered, In spite of hirnsel f , Franc i* 
marvelled a I bis Strength, and a little of the violence in his own breast 
seemed to relax, and he turned away. 
"Where are you going?" asked Leo. 
"I am going up to the Caiccri to pray," said Francis. 
When he came back three days later, Francis found the space where 
I he yellow monster had stood quite clear. Every trace was gone, and 
somebody had sprinkled clean sand from the river bottom where it 
liad stood. Elias was kneeling in that vacant space with head bowed, 
and Francis raised him up and embraced him, and forgot his anger and 
his fear, lor now he was full of what lie had been praying about day and 
night a I the Careen. 

So full was he that it was not until the evening before the Chaptei 
was going to open that he really gave any heed to what was going on 
around him. 1 1c had just come out of the chapel where he had lingered 
for a little while to pray when he met Brother juniper coming dripping 
from the river. Francis stated at him but saw only the little pool of 
water in the sand at his feet. 

"Did you fall in the river, Brother juniper?" asked Brother Giles, 
who happened to be standing next to Francis. 

■"Of couise not," said Brnlhcr Juniper with great dignity. "I am not 
one of these high-class contemplative:* who walks into the river with- 
out looking where he is going." 

The mock indignation o£ Juniper's voice caught Francis' ear. "Wl lal 

then have you been doing?" 

"I have been making myself clean for the conference tomorrow. 
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Brother Elias says we must not offend Brother Ugolino's delicate 

pose." 

"What is this?" asked Francis slowly, 

"II is time you woke up, Francis," said Leo sonihcrlv. 

"What are yon talking about?" 

"Brother Francis," said Juniper solemnly, "yon hail better look to 
v>ur ways, too. Brother F.lias will .scratch your Kick more ever than the 
lice did if you do not clean up your ways. We si ■ ill 1« as tidy as Hie 
Itnic-dictinc nuns." 

"Rut what is all this about?" asked Francis. 

Giles shrugged liis shoulders. "I am a plain man," he said. "Btol her 
l.<> lias the words." 

"I 'm not sure 1 do," said Leo. 

"But what is it?" 

"To do him justice," said Leo, gulping a little, "Brother Elias has 
made the whole place look a lot better. But 1 ask you, does it look like 
I lie Portmncula?" Then the dikes seemed to break. "Francis, he tore 
down that abominable stone fortress of his, bur. once your back is 
turned, there will be more. Oh, why did he not go with Brother 

I 'oiniiiic in (he first place?" 

"But Leo," said Francis, "he is the perfect pattern of a friar." 

"That is the trouble," said Leo bitterly. "He is the perfect pattern. 
But F am wrong— you have your sermon to preach tomorrow, and God 
l mows that is more important than anything else." 

"It is not more important than this murmuring and making or 
divisions," said Francis sadly. 

But Leo shook Ins head. "All the divisions will be swept up together 
tomorrow when they listen to you." 

And so it proved. The Chapter seated before him on tlie ground 
listened as if entranced when Francis spoke, lie was at his very best. 
I udeed, he seemed to lake all the vast throng to his heart as he spread 
his arms out over them and told tlicin they were welcome, that they 
had come home to the hearth of their Order. At thai, some of the 
younger brethren wept with excitement. 'I hen he went on -to tell of the 
I'.rcat growth of the Order, of the wonderful outpouring of Clod's grace 
which it represented. He spoke, too, of Pope Innocent's crusade and 
i if the mystic Tan, and of all the souls that had received that imprint 
since last they met, and of the great privilege it had hi en for the friar? 
to be the humble instruments of God's providence. He gave thanks 
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lor the great outpouring of Christian charity manifest in the carts ol 
supplies creaking down the path to the Porthmcula from every direc- 
tion. 

Indeed, he said, that was the one thing that was troubling him. 
Tbea was a time when they had begged in vain, even had had stones 
thrown at them and been tossed into the ditches by* the road; but in 
God's goodness, love had presently begotten love, and everywhere the 
miracle of God's mysterious increase was being wrought before their 
eyes. Now, Francis said, his only feat was that like timid children they 
would stay in the bosom of the family, where love cushioned their way, 
and they would not go out to face the world. And yet the world needed 
them, for there was unsuspected goodness in the hearts of all people, 
and it was to bring it out that God had sent the Friars Minor into the 
world. I 

At first Ihere had liecn some who had laughed when he spoke of 
how worried he was about the easy days on which they had fallen, but 
Francis no) iced Bui his oldest companions, sitting at his feet, were not 
laughing. Only Brother Juniper was staring at him as if he were mad. 
Thai was why, Francis went on to say, he had prayed, asking God to 
what end should they use the harvest which He had already given 
them. U had become clear to him now, he said, that the next thing for 
them to do was to go forth and carry their missions over the mountains 
into Frame-and here his voice rosc-and even into Germany, and 
Spain, where men still held the battle lines against the heathen, and 
far-off England, which had been dear always to Ihc hearts of the 
Popes. Quite literally they would go forth and carry the crusade which 
the great Pope Innoccnl had given to them to the ends of the earth. 

The Brethren were now on their feet. They were cheering, and all 
over the vast assembly rose the cry, "Send me! Send me!" and even the 
crusading Cry, "God wills it!" But at that Francis shrank back for a 
moment; and then he raised his arms, and he cried out, "Peace! Pcaccl" 
And when the tumult ol then enthusiasm had died down, Francis re- 
sumed his sneaking. TIky must not forget, be said, that they would be 
going among strange peoples whose languages and customs they did 
not know, and there would be I lardship, and there would be misunder 
standing, and there might even Ixi danger. He would not send them 
where he feared to go himself; so he would lead one of the missions. 1 Ic 
would lead the mission to France. And then he chanced to look dOWfl 
and saw that the fate of L-co was shining, and the grave eyes of Bernard 
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were fixed upon his face with a deep content, and Cries could hartllv 

stay on the ground in his place; but when be looted at the face of 

lirothcr Klias, he wondered where he had seen Owl look before, and 
then he remembered that lit had seen il in the eyes of a hawk thai had 
k'en hooded too long. Francis knell dowiunid hade them all pray will) 
him for God's blessing on the missions. As he stepped down from the 
little plalfonn before the chinch, Brother Leo smiled to End that lie 
was liuimning an old French hymn, the prayei for divine help of the 
knight setting out on his quest. 

The Cardinal of Ostia had not been able to arrive at the Chapter 
until the last session, but he had already heard on the way of Francis' 
sermon on the missions. Mc haid been shocked and thoroughly alarmed. 
"Someday that fanatic will decide that the Judgment Day is tomor- 
row " he aid in exasperation to the chaplain who was riding with him. 
But the next day when he heard thai the great meeting -was proceeding 
with charity and enthusiasm to a peaceful close, the Cardinal had 
second thoughts, "For all his innocence lie is a shrewd strategist some- 
times, this Francis of ours. It is not the first time that the nilcr of a 
faction-torn kingdom has pulled his forces together for a foreign ad- 
venture." So he went on to preside over the closing Vespers and give 
t he Pope's blessing. 

At supper that night the Cardinal heard the guardians of various 
houses asking Brolhcr F.lias if they could not give him (heir names at 
once for the missions, and he heard Brother Klias say that word would 
!>c sent to them at the proper time. Then he explained to the Cardinal, 
"If I let them enlist now. the French mission would have them all." 

"Why the French mission?" 

"That is the one that Brother Francis is leading." 

Ugolino rioted the matter-of-fact way in which Brother Elias spoke, 
mid he decided to say nothing for the present, but after supper he 
drew- Francis aside. "You must understand/ 1 said he, "that someone 
else must go wilh Ihe mission to France," And then as Francis' face 
fell, he spoke more gently, "God has wrought miraculously in the num- 
ber of friends he has given you, but you know that not every bishop 
or secular lord in Umbria is convinced of the soundness of your Rule, 
;«id there arc reservations in Rome of which yon know nothing. I can 
protect you better against— not your enemies, but, let ns say, against 
i hose who are doubtful and skeptical if you arc here where I can put 
my hands on you." He saw the disappointment in Francis' face. "You 
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sec, I am not asking you to depart from anything in your Rule, or lo 
give up your basic mission." 

"That is I rue," said Francis. "1 will obey you as I promised mv loril, 
Innocent, I would." 

As Francis went out sadly, Ugolino bade one of his clmplains bring 
Brother FJias tn him. "I want to thank him," he said, "for the fine 
service he has done i n plnnni ng for this Chapter." But when Elias knell 
down in front of him, the Cardinal said nothing for a minute. Then I if 
bade him arise. "You know," he began, "that you have done an admir- 
able job in organizing this Chapter." 

"My lord/' began Klias, his dark face flushing a little. 

"What I want to make sure von know, however, is that it is not your 
planning that has soil your brethren home in such astonishing agree- 
ment. That is the work of Francis." Ugolino paid no attention to the 
distress in Klias' face. "1 have heard of, let us say, disagreements/' llt<- 
Cardinal went on quietly. "They arc what one must expect when one 
is dealing Willi many men, and you and 1 can plan for them. That i] 
the gift of the rulers of this world. But neither you nor I could ever 
have brought those men together here in the first place. Only Francii 
could do that, and onlv Francis will Tkeep them coming. Don't yOu evef 
forget that, Klias Bombarone." Then before Klias could speak, he 
raised his ringed hand in blessing and dismissed, him. 

3 

For the next vear and a half Francis lived through an agony of dis- 
appointment. Then; had hardly been time for the missions to get acrofl 
the mountains when the reports of disaster began to drift back. Tin- 
missionaries had starved on their long marches over mountains, and 
they had nearly died in a sudden late snowfall. They had all but 
perished of thirst in desert places; tlicy bad nearly drowned on storm 
tossed rivers and lakes. But worst of all was what they liad suffered at 
tiic hands of their fellow Christians. They had been beaten by robbeii 
and stoned bv fanners. They bad been dragged into bishops' comh, 
and thrown into local lords* dungeons, and tossed into village ditches. 
In Portugal ioy.il caprice liad flung them from princely tabic iniii 
princely dungeon because a loyal friar had refused to become a pari of 
a royal household. French authority had taken the trouble to consult 
Rome, but by the time official reassurance arrived, the brethren were 



The Shadow of Success 1 83 

weary, and authority was wearier still, and those to whom tliey liad 
Imped to preach were quite indifferent. In Germany the violence "was 
Worst of all, for peasants and mobs of suspicious villagers had beaten 
I hem up before authority, a little tardy, could intervene. 

At first Francis had taken all these minors and reports chcerfaHy^ 
1 Ic had reminded his brethren that Ihis was the way in which God 
llways marked His own, and he eluded tlicin with having become so 
Used to case and favor in their own comfortable Umbria tli;it they had 
lorgottcn that tlicy were called to martyrdom. And when the first 
*lragglcrs came back, Francis received them and gave them a martyrs' 
welcome, and the brethren ;it home listened with wide eyes to the talcs 
<•! Ihcir hardships. "This will bring us fresh life/* said Francis cheer- 
fully; "we will make ready for another mission." 

But the really bad news from Francis' point of view was the news 
which Brother Pacifico brought back just before the second annual 
Chapter after the missions had begun. Of all the leaders of the new 
enterprise. Brother Pacifico was the one of whom Francis had had the 
highest hopes. He had been a famous troubadour whom the Rmpcror 
had crowned as the king of poets; and then, with all of Rome crowding 
wormd him and begging for his songs, he had gone one day to a little 
convent of friars outside of Rome to find out about the man who had 
started it all, and he had told the brethren that the man— Francis— 
Kerned to him like another kind of troubadour. The bicthicn had 
rather resented the comparison, and that night the troubadour had 
dreamed of the man Francis, and he had seen him standing with light 
.ihout him and a pair of crossed swords behind him. In the morning he 
I old his hosts, "I am wasting my time making love songs. I am going to 
find your little man Francis and join his crusade." He had come in a 
Great heat of resolution, quite prepared never to sing again, and he had 
l)ccn surprised almost to ecstasy when Francis had embraced him and 
assured him that the gift of song was one of God's finest gifts, and it 
was the use to which one put it that made it good or ill. 

Now it was Brother Pacifico who brought the worst news of all, lliat 
halfado7.cn of the younger brethren had stayed at Paris. "No," he said 
to Francis, "they have not deserted the Order. They arc living in a 
liltlc house next to the house of the followers of Dominic, and they are 
keeping the Rule there." 

"But what are they doing?" asked Francis sharply. 

"They are going to the lectures." 
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"They will want to be doctors." Francis shuddered. 

"They say they must know the ideas which they ate supposed N 
meet and to refute." 

"Ideas to meet and to refute!" said Francis scornfully. "What have 
they to do with that? Our business is to live as Our Lord lived, and to 
preach penance and love and freedom from the world's bondage." 

"If only," said Brother Pacific©, "they would let you and me go and 
do it. Brother Francis, like a pair of troubadours singing songs and 
getting the people to sing with us, the language wouldn't mattci ■•> 
much. It is when you go like preachers that the language makes such .1 

difference!" 

But Francis made 110 answer, for he knew only too sadly that it wai 
precisely here that he could not convince his brethren. When tlic 
Chapter met, the fust thing which the guardians began lo talk abonl 
was tlic failure of the mission**. The idea was like all Brother Francii' 
ideas, an inspiration from heaven, said Brother Flias. Francis had seen 
the suspicion 011 Leo's face when Brother Klias rose to speak, mid lie 
thought it unjust, for Elias never spoke without first saying that noth- 
ing I hey did had any meaning, or would have ever existed, without 
Brother Francis. Indeed, sometimes Francis wished that he would say 
less of hii 11. "For if it all depen ds on so little a thing as me," he thought, 
"how shall it last?" 

Then Brother Klias had gone on to say that the difficulty was in 1 he 
lack of planning. They should have thought of language, and the) 
should have waited to get permission from the proper authorities, 
Brother Juniper, sitting on the other side of Francis, shook his head 
"We would lie waiting yet," he said. "No one would even die, if lie 
waited for permission from the proper authorities." But Francis hade 
him hush. There was worse to come, however, foi Brother Klias wai 
followed by others who said it was not a matter of waiting for pcrmii 
sion from ecclesiastical authorities in the countries to which then 
missions went; it was a matter of having the proper licenses and privi 
leges before thev ever started nut. Tlic Pope had approved their cm 
sadc. Let them have, as other ecclesiastical bodies had, the proper 
papers, and they would have none of these troubles. 

Francis was On his; feet. At fust he- tried to control tin passion of 
indignation that burned through his frail body. "No papers!" he cried 
sharply. "No papers, my brethren. We shall spend our days in the 
courts of bishops and cardinals, seeking out ever fiesh privileges. And 
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I lieu we shall be asking for houses in which wc may keep our privileges. 
I licy will be worse even than She books. And how then shall wc preach 
Dl poverty who have made ourselves rich, and of poverty's freedom who 
h«ve put ourselves in bondage to papers?" And then as murmurs rose 
ill over, Francis shouted, "You can do it, but you will regrel it, :ui(t you 
will find it impossible to undo it. You will become like everybody 
• |sc," he said, "and what [join! then will there be in your l)cing at all?" 

Hut at that point Ordinal Ugolino rose. The session had grown 
long, he said, and no one could deny that Hrolhcr I'Vaneis was right 
When he said if they sought privileges, they would only be like the 
tl it. "If the salt have lost its savor," said the Cardinal, and he gave 
!■ is blessing, and all those who bad been snouting to make themselves 
heard went off, nodding thcii heads together. But Ugolino detained 
1'iancis. "Surely," said lie, "this is not all you have to say." 

"Of course, not," said Francis, who was; beginning to feel ashamed. 
I should have known bow to restore "brotherly charity." 

"I will not ask you," said Ugolino, "what it is that you have on your 
mind, but I think whatever it is, you'd better talk to them about it the 
lust thing in the morning before any more of this bickering breaks 

I Hit." 

So in the morning Francis arose, and this time he began with the 
"Id greeting, "May God give you peace!" And then he went on to say. 
We have Our Lord's example here. If the children of the house will 
not listen, then the bread of the word shall be carried to strangers. We 
hove tried to make our fellow Christians understand, and the time has 
not yet come. So now let us go to the heathen." There was no mm. 
muring now. Most of the audience were aghast, and Francis lifted his 
bauds. "All men know that the armies of Christendom arc gathering 
in Kgypt, and) the armies of the heathen arc drawn up there. The great 
I 'ope Innocent, who launched this crusade, knew that arms in the 
bands arc powerless without the arms of the spirit. And what good will 
il do if we slay the bodies of the heathen, and their souls have known 
nothing of the light of God's truth?" 

Cardinal Ugolino held his breath. He had! found urgent messages 
I ruin Rome at his lodging the night before, hut he had said that he 
must stay until he heard what Francis had to say. "It is better to get it 
straight from him than twisting through the rumors of others." 

"'ITie gTcat Pope Innocent knew in his wisdom," Francis went on, 
"I hat the two crusades must go hand in hand. Again and again, we 
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have said that we would carry the Gospel to the heathen, but we have 
let ourselves be turned back. It isn't safe, it isn't the time. But now is 
the time, If out armies are victorious, we shall need the healing halm 
of Christ's love and charity. And if. Cod forbid, our armies are thrown 
bade, this may bcoui last chance to let the fresh air of God's truth blow 
over those desert sands." Ugolino listened with the deepest interest. 
Francis, he Incw, had quite forgotten his presence, and like the breeze 
of his figure, his spirit was blowing through (he hearts of those before 
him. And when Francis said, 'This time I will lead the mission. Who 
will go?" all over the vast assembly rose the Cry, "I will go with you!" It 
seemed to Ugolino that for the first time in that Chapter, the whole 
group had lsecn polled by Francis into one mind. As he hurried back to 
Rome, he thought, "I wonder if I will ever sec the little man again." 

But the old joy hnd conic back to Francis. Elias and half of the new 
leaders crowded around him. Only Brother Pacifico and Brother 
Juni|xx held back. 

"Do you not want martyrdom. Brother Juniper?" asked Francis that 
night al supper. 

"I'm as ready for martyrdom," said Brother Juniper, "as most men. 
Not as ready as you or Brother Elias, of course," he added with a great 
air of judiciousness. F.lias blushed, but Francis laughed. "And why arc 
wc so ready for martyrdom, do you thiiilc?" 

"Von arc always inviting people to walk over you," said Brother 
Juniper, ".nul Biol her Klias is always inviting people to walk into him. 
Then as he saw the distress on Francis' face, he went on, "But u<i 
ma tter wba t you men of action do, you need a few of us contcmpl al 
to stay at home and pray for you." There was a hearty roar of laughtci 
at Brother Juniper in the contemplative role. 

"That is true," said Francis. "We do need prayers. I shall send you, 
Brother Juniper, up to ask Sister Clare to pray for us. Now, Brolln c 
Pacifico, why arc you not coming with us?" 

But Brother Pacifico looked so distressed that Francis' heart wetil 
out to him. "What would you do with a troubadour in Egypt?" asked 
Brother Pacifico. "Would you send him to jingle at the Soldan?" 

Francis' face sobered. "I might do worse," he said. "Brother Pacifico, 
you shall be my first choice." 

"Then," said Brother Juniper with an injured air, "I shall be sco» 
ond." 
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"No," said Francis genii y. "I must leave somebody lo cheer up Sister 
(Marc and her ladies." 

1 1 seemed as if a full quartet of the Chapter trailed after Francis down 
i<» the port of Ancoiua. In vain Brother Elias asked for time <o send 
word to their friends that they might have proper supplies. Francis 
■ < Imked him sharply, "That would be tempting providence to express 
viuh doubt of Go>d's mercy at the start." So Hioltier FJiax Ixiwcd his 
head and silently followed Francis down to An conn. 

There Francis found a messenger from Ugo-hno. lie had received a 
petition from some of the lords of the castles in Syria. TIictc were 
many Christians in that land now, and Ugolino thought that there 
Plight be a chance for a few missionaries there. So Francis bade Brother 
Kltas take whom he wished and go to Syria. Then he bade Brother 
C-iles and Brother Bernard go and look for shipping. But when they 
l<»und a ship ready to go lo F.gvpt, there was room for onlv a dozen 
men, and the captain assured Brother Bernard, who seemed to him— 
H Brother Bernard always seemed to men of affairs— a knowledgeable 
person, that there was no hope of more space for the next couple of 
months. The Cardinal Pclagio had taken all the available vessels to 
Btny supplies for the reinforcements he had just taken to Damietta. 

"It is as well," said Francis. "We've always done best with a hand- 
ful." 

"But how," asked Brother Peter, "will you choose among SO many?" 

"I will let God do that." So he sent word that all the brethren were 
l<> assemble at the quay, and whea they were all there, he made a little 
\|>cecli to theiii. He said that from the beginning he had always meant 
ll iiit evcr>- brother should find an equal place in his love, and that no 
brother should ever wonder about any difference of degree in his affee- 
linn; so now lie would not keep One brother and send another away, 
Inil he would let Cod choose. 

Almost at liis feet there was a ragged child playing with a mangy- 
lnoking kitten. Francis called the child to him, and lifting him up in 
li is arms, he bade him pick out the men who would go on the big boat. 
Solemnly the child looked over the throng about him. Brother Pacifico 
was smiling at the picture of the dirty little urchin with his grimy hand 
.in Hind St, Francis' neck. The child pointed to him, and Francis patted 
It mi in approval. Then the child picked out eleven others including, to 
Francis 1 delight, Pefcr Catauii and another of his first companions, 
Itrotlicr Barbaro, and two young knights who had recently joined the 
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order, Illuminato and Leonardo. "It is enough," said Francis. "It is one 
nioie than Ihe captain allowed us. We will not mind crowdinga little." 
And lie kissed the child and set him down. 

Once aboard, Francis set himself in the old way to preparing his 
brethren for their mission, talking joyously of Ihe love of God and of 
Christ's purpose in coming into the world, and of God's purpose that 
all men should live in charity and peace. So they came ashore at 
Pamietta singing, and Brother Facifico smiled, for Francis was singing 
a crusading song in French. 

But the quay of Damietfci was crowded with great sacks and bales 
and boxes, and thronged with such a host of soldiers, merchants, 
merchants' servants, and wharf side riffraff, push ing and stumbling and 
hauling and shouting, thai Francis had a hard lime getting the atten- 
tion of anyone. 1 le had stopped several passers-by before he found one 
who could understand even Brother Pacifico's very good French. And 
when they did finally reach Cardinal Pclagio's headquarters, in an old 
stone building that looked as if it had once been a merchants' ware- 
house, Francis was appalled lo find that it was quite as thronged as t hfl 
docksidc and by a company as varied. When he told Brother Pacifico 
this, (he latter laughed. "It is the generals here," he said judiciously, 
"where it was the common soldiers on the quay, and the merchants 
themselves where it was their servants. But I doubt if the interests arc 
very different" So it was only after a long day's waiting that Francis 
and his companions were able to reach even the Cardinal's ante- 
chamber 

"I have seen the Pope himself with less trouble," said Francis to one 
of the Cardinal's servants. 

"But this isn't the Latcran," said the man wearily. "Or if it is, it is 
the Lateian and I lie Kmperor's palace all rolled together in a field 
headquarters. Have you not heard? Everything was in such confusion 
here when the Cardinal arrived that he had to take control." 

The Cardinal, when Francis finally reached his feet, certainly looked 
Hkc a man who had hail to take control of more than he had bargained 
for. He was a younger man than Ugolino, but he had the same air ol 
quiet competence, or, Funcis suspected, would normally have had it in 
his paLace in Rome. Here he looked at Francis as it the sight of these 
dusty friars were Uic final straw, 

"Look here," he said, "pilgrimages arc all right, but we're get tint 
ready for a battle." 
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"That is what we have come to help with," said Francis quietly. Tie 
1 1 mist out his empty hand, and the Cardinal, looking at it, laughed. As 
lie laughed, he relaxed a little. Then he looted again at Francis. "Oh," 
In- said, sitting down and motioning to the ollurs hi sit on the stools 
scattered around the room, "you arc Ugolino's litllc man. I le told nic 
you were coming, and that I wouldn't need to worry about what to do 
with you." As he said that, he looked doubtfully al ih<* little company. 

"We will not bother you," said Francis. "We wdl pray fol you. 
Brother Pacifico here will even sing foi you." 

"When we win the battle," said the Cardinal, "I will lie glad to hear 
vour song." And then, remembering that of all the host who bad come 
to see him this day, these only had asked no favor of him, he blessed 
lliein, and he sent for the messenger who was to leave for Rome in t he 
morning and bade him tell the Cardinal Ugolino that, madman or 
taint, his little man was the mosl refreshing visitor he had had that day. 
"But who," he said to his secretary, "will listen to him in this mad- 
liousc, I cannot imagine." 

Cardinal Pelagio would have been surprised) if he had known that 
I hat was precisely wha t Francis was thinking the next morning. "While 
the rest of you beg for our supper for tonight. Brother Pacifico and 1 
will go and stand on the road between the wharf and the Cardinal's 
headquarters." 

"And who do you think will bear you there?" asked Brother ISarbaro 
(•-vod-natiiredty. 

"We shall sing. Brother Pacifico and I," said Francis, "and they will 
bear us. Wc shall sing under the din," he explained. And so Francis 
and Pacifico took up their post in the dust at the side of the road, and 
lliey began to sing a little French hymn in praise of Our Lady. It was 
i hymn thai Francis had heard sung when he was a child journeying 
with his father to the great silk market in Champagne. Some men-at- 
arms going down lo the nuay to guard a shipment of anus for their 
lord heard the song, and it brought back to them the evening in their 
village with the girls singing on their balconies, and they lingered. 
Hrothcr Pacifico, Francis thought with admiration, had lost nothing 
of the fine person and the beautiful voice that had carried him to fame 
as a troubadour. But it was of the little man tliat the soldiers and the 
merchants had beard rumor, and while Pacifico sang, they looked at 
him curiously. So the throng grew until presently some of the stewards 
down at the docks came up lo see what bad happened, and the servants 
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come out of the Cardinal's house to know why things were not arriving. 
When the servants threatened to arrest the two singers as vagabonds, 
the entire crowd protested, and the servants went back to the Cardinal 
to report what had happened: all the preparations for the attack held up 
by two vagabonds singing hymns. The Cardinal Pelagin had not won 
his place in the world without some sense of humor. He laughed now 
at the absurdity. Then with that habit of facing facts and finding a 
realistic; solution for them that had brought him to the top of the 
world's heap, he told the servants to offer the friars his own chapel, a 
simple enough wooden structure as befitted an army in the field, hut 
hung with fine tapestries inside. They could stand by the door, lie 
slid, and it would do no hann if some of the audience were moved to 
go into the chapel. 

The Cardinal had just appointed a young cousin of his as chaplain 
and put him in charge of his improvised chapel. The young Giulio 
frowned nt Ihc thought of the crowd making a din outside of the 
sacred precincts of his new realm; but when the first day, some of the 
delighted listeners not only came into the church to pray, but asked 1o 
make tlicir confessions, the new chaplain was reconciled; and as the 
little trickle swelled, and all sorts of men seemed to he reminded of 
the religious duties (hey had so easily let slip, the young chaplain began 
to remember the time when he had thought he would be a village 
priest, and like Christ and His disciples go through the fields seeking 
out the ]<>st sheep. It wa$ an odd thing to have had to come so far to 
return to his beginnings. But a week later he had gone so far as to 
follow l'Vancis and Pacifico down to the ancient pilgrims' hostel where 
they were lodging. 

Brother Peter wondered if Francis would not do well to see the 
Cardinal before they accepted the young chaplain into the Order, but 
Francis said, no, lie had shown that he already belonged to them; why 
should they delay in embracing him and clothing him in the habit, 
girded with rope, that would preach to everybody who knew him more 
eloquently than any words he could speak? 

But though the Cardinal was busier than ever as the time of the 
assault drew near, he yet found time to send for Francis. "This camp," 
he said, fixing the littk: man with a glance that had made hardened 
Syrian traders, embracing a heaven-sent opportunity for profiteering, 
quail, "is full of the greatest assortment of thieves and vagabonds and 
sheer adventurers that you can find in any comparable area of Christen- 
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dom. You have brands here that you could snatch from the very jaws 
of hell and decorate your missionaiy pricsls' sermons for years lo come 
wilh the talc of their rescue. The Bishop of Acre's Golden Legend 
would seem as tame as a post -Icn ten sermon when you begin to tell the 
Itories of these Converts; anil then yon go and lake one of my priesls, 
ii kinsman of mine, who was likely to have a very distinguished career 
in the Church once he could get over his family's nagging about prefer- 
ment." 

"But, your lordship," said Francis, "Brother Ciullo is now free of 
not only his family's nagging, but all his own nagging about prefer- 
ment He is one of the Friars Minor now, and he will never in this 
world have to think of preferment again." 

"But the work I need him for?" said the Cardinal sharply. 
"At this moment," said Francis,, "he is doing his Father's work. It is 
long past sundown, and he is still hearing confessions in the chapel 
there." 
The Cardinal flung up his bands. 

"He is a great prince," said Francis thoughtfully as he went out of 
the old warehouse with Pacifico. "But he hasn't thought of what is 
needed most of all if the assault on Damietta is to succeed." 

It was night now, and across the sands they could already see the 
watchflrcs of the enemy. There was a turn in (he breeze, and they heard 
a belt ringing. "Maybe," he said, "their heathen priests are calling 
them to prayer. And who knows but they may outdo us in prayer, even 
loa heathen god." 

"It would be worse than heresy to think that," said Brother Pacifico, 
.nid Francis said no more. But that night as Francis slept, he dreamed 
1 1 nt he was in the middle of a great fight. As so often in dreams, he 
was not quite sure as to where it was. Sometimes he thought the fight- 
ing was on the sands between the lines of the Muslim and the Christian 
watchfires, as he had seen them Ihc night before. And sometimes it 
seemed to hirn it was on the ancient bridge between Assisi and Perugia. 
And he was sore afraid. And then the voice which he had heard so 
many years ago at, Spolcto and again in Rome went like fire through 
.ill his being. "Stop the fighting, Francis. The time is not yet come for 
llic city to rail." 

Francis raised himself on his pallet, but all about he heard the even 
breathing of his brethren in the stifling night. "If I wake them, they 
will not sleep again,'* he said, "and they arc all weary with the labor 
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in the heat." He thought of the cool dawns in Umbria. "We do no| 
thank God enough for his "blessings," he said ruefully, and he; lav awake 
and tried to think. But when he heard Brother Peter rise to make ready 
lo serve Mass at thecliapcl, he stopped him and lolj him of his dream. 
Peter awakened the other brothers, and they went out of the great 
pilgrim dormitory together, and the)' stood in a cluster near a little 
slicd so they would not wake the others who were sleeping. 

It was Brother Ciulio who spoke first. "You should let ine tell thfl 
Cardinal," he said. 

"No," said Francis. "If we tell him, he will say, 'This is a madma 
Why should we listen to his dreams?' " 

"But," said the young priest, "if my cousin hears that you had a pi 
phecy, and you let him go out to battle and did nothing, what do you 
think lie will s:iy then?" 

Bur Brother Peter interrupted him sharply. "It will not matter what 
he says, hut what will Christ say when He has warned you?" 

"I will tell 1he Ordinal," said Francis simply. 

"Let me go with you," insisted the young priest. 

Peter thought it would he better if Francis went alone without any 
reminder to ihe Cardinal of his loss, but the young priest warned 
Francis of the difficulty of reaching the Cardinal at all. So Francis war 
persuaded to accept his help. 

The Cardinal was only breaking his fast when the two brethren 
slood before him. "You a^ain," he said sourly, looking at Francis, ami 
studiously avoiding the sight of Ins young cousin. 

Francis lost no time in trying to appease his ill-humor, but told dim 
simply of his dream and of the voice that had spoken. The Cardinal 
smote his ringed hand on the table so that the wine glasses rang. 

"I am getting ready for a battle, little man," he said, "and you conic 
to worry me with dreams and portents. Ugolino says you are not mad, 
but I think it is charitable to think vou are," and then he turned 
angrily away. 

The young man sprang hotly to his feet, hut Francis seized his arm 
and dragged him away. "We have done our dutv as Cod's messengers. 
It is out of our hands now." And as they went along, he told the young 
man that they should tell no one, and they should go on as th c Cardinal 
certainly would, as if nothing had happened. But when they came to 
the chapel, Francis found that he could not join Brother Pacifico in 






The Shadow of Success 193 

singing the pleasant little hymn which he was singing to a gathering 
i jowd. 

"What shall we sing now?" said Brother Pacifico when he had 
finished, and Francis began to sing one of the hymns from the office 
for the dead. All the company stood still, hut to Francis' relief, at that 
moment messengers began In come from the Cardinal to hid all the 
Idlers get to their posts. If Ilicy wanted to go in and male their con- 
fession, it would be all right; but otherwise, each man to his post. 

"You have heard the Cardinal's command," said Francis. "Wc shall 
go to our post in the old chuix-I at the hostel and pray." 

When they arrived there, Pacihxo asked, "For whom sliall wc pray?" 

"Wc shall pray for those who are about to die." 

Next morning Francis cose before dawn, and he sent Brother Giulio, 
the priest, to the camp to hear the last-minute confessions,, and Brother 
I in baro with him to bring him any news. But he himself went straight 
t<> flie little stone chapel attached to the hostel. There he flung himself 
mi the steps before the altar and confessed himself an unprofitable 

Mrvanr. 

lie was still lying there when Barbato eame back to say that they 
were going to make the assault before the sun rose. Even as he spoke, 
l he trumpet sounded. So Francis sent him back with instructions to 
watch the fighting from a prudent distance. Then he knell: down again , 
and this time he looked at the crucifix above the altar. As in the crucifix 
it San Damiano, there was the same look of long patience in the eyes 
i d Ihc Christ, and Francis prayed again. This time he prayed for forgive- 
ness, for here he was grief -stricken because he had spoken and not been 
heeded, when all through these centuries Christ had spoken and most 
men had not even listened. It was a long time before Barbara came 
Igain to report that he had stayed in hopes that he might see the issue 
mI the fighting; but the sand had risen from the floor of the desert and 
i mixed the struggling armies, and no man could tell yet what the 
outcome would be. Francis sent him hack, but before he could kneel to 
pray again, he heard a voice speaking. The light was beginning to fade, 
but as he came down to the door, he saw that it was a man in a bishop's 
dress, 

"I thought it was you when 1 heard the story," said the Bishop. 
Francis recognized ihc voice of the traveler who had conic to Pope 
Innocent's bier in the cathedral at Perugia. Then the Bishop of Acre's 
voice fell. "It would take more than your little robe to cover the 
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nakedness of (hose who have fallen today. And some of them wet* 
great lords, too." 

"And the end of it?" 

"That is what I have come to ask you," said the Bishop. 

"Wltat do you mean?" 

"I have seen the Cardinal's young cousin, and T asked h im where you 
were, and he said you weie praying in the chapel here." 

At that moment Barbara came in. He liad been running, and he win 
weeping. "The assault lias failed completely," he said, "and only tin- 
night will keep the Saracens from fol lowing us here into our camp." 

"Then I shall stay here and pray for the dead." 

But Barbara shook his head. "I just outran a whole crowd," he said, 
'They will be here." 

"What arc they coming for?" But before Barbara could answer, th« 
young Ciulio pushed his way into the chapel. 

"Brother Francis," he said, "tlicy arc all coming here, and they anj 
crying The Prophet! The Prophet!' " 

They must have been frightened out of their wits to take up the 
heathen cry!" 

"No," said the young priest, "it is you they want." 

Now the Bishop stepped forward. "Francis, it is all over the camp. 
The Cardinal himself said this afternoon when the battle began to 
turn. 'If only I liad listened to what the little madman said!' " 

"What shall I do?" asked Francis as the cries broke in on them, "The 
Prophet! The Prophet!" 

"Nothing that I could tell you," said the Bishop humbly. "You have 
better counsel than mine." 

Francis went out and stood on the step in front of the old hostel, 
and as the first of the fugitives fell at his feet, he lifted his hands and 
said, "Come to me, all you that labor, and arc burdened, and I will 
refresh you," and he pointed to the open door of the pilgrims' chapel. 

4 

The day was well advanced before Francis had finished with the 
crowd outside the hostel chapel. Many were simply frightened, anxious 
in their terror to come under the wing of one who obviously stood 
closer than tliey did to the divine prelection. Some were wounded, 01 
thought they were wounded. It was a curious thing, Francis reflected, 



The Shadow of Success 195 

ilnl on the eve of battle there had been a great pressure to receive the 

it raments; but now that they had escaped there was liltlc thought of 

nuking their peace with Heaven. A few did come into the chapel to 

Offer thanks for their survival, but Francis noted thai they were few. 
Indeed. 

Then came the messenger from the Cardinal, Peloid had gemewith 
his men to the battle, and he was worn out. Hut more than thai he was 
iltsgustcd with himself, and with Fiancis, too. "The next tunc you 
know what's going to happen, don't let nic brush you aside." 

Francis smiled . 

"Yes, I know/' said the Cardinal angrily. "You did tell me mid I did 

Btt believe you." 

"That is not whv I was smiling," Francis hastened to explain. "It 
i\ easier to be rebuked, my lord—" Francis hesitated— how Gin one say 
that one has heard people murmur "Saint" all clay and, in spite of one's 
kst efforts, felt them kiss one's hands? But Francis guessed that to the 
i inlinal a reputed saint was all in the day's work. Usually there was 
nothing to it, and il cluttered the way; but there was something to this 
prophecy, and Pelagic knew it. 

"If you want anything," he said quietly, "just tell me. I know a fact 
when I see it." 

"There is something I want to do"— Francis held his breath for a 
moment— "I want to go over to the Soldan's camp." 

"You mean you want to go through the lines?" 

As he saw the astonishment on the Cardinal's face, Francis knew he 
must try to explain. "They will have won. They will be feeling more 

generous." 

"Generous? Have you not heard thai the Soldan gives a gold bezant 
for. the head of every Christian?" 

"Ele will not think that I look worth a bezant." 

The Cardinal looked at him more keenly. "Whom are you taking 
with you?" 

"I will take one of my brethren, Illuminato. He is a very pleasant- 
luoking young man," he added humorously. 

The Cardinal considered. "1 ought to forbid you to go. You under- 
stand that if you get yourself killed, I will have to answer for my judg- 
ment in Rome?" 

"Cardinal Ugolino will defend you." 
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N<>w for the first time, Cardinal Fclagio relaxed and smiled. "He ■ 
sav lie knows liow hard you are lo stop, you mean?" 

'"Something like that." 

The Cardinal made up his mind, "Of course, I can't give yon per- 
mission ox anything like that; I simply won't forbid you to go." 

"That is quite enough." 

"One thing only I will beg you. Don't get yourself kiilcd if you 
help it." And characteristically, now that the decision was made, the 
Cardinal was ready to get on with it. "When are you going?" 

"Just before sundown. TIicv will be less likelv to think it an attack 
then." 

The Cardinal smiled again. "Ugolino always said that you were not 
anywhere nearly as big a fool as you looked." And lie waved the little 
man aside. 

As he made his way Ixick to the chapel, hcarin g the soldiers carousing 
on every side, Francis thought to himself that it was no wonder that 
Pclagio must l>e about his business. Presently, lie noticed that several 
knights in chain mail with their squires were making their way down 
the path toward the Cardinal's residence. When Francis told Brother 
Ilhiiiiinato what tic proposed to do, the young man's face blanched. 
Then he recovered himself as Francis had felt sure he would. "Let inr 
go with you." 

"I had hoped you would say that. I am askingyou to come at once, 
because I think that if the other brethren knew— " 

"They would all want to come, too." 

"Yes, and I think it is better if just two men go alone." 

The color of the sky over the sands had softened, and Francis 
pointed out to Brother lllumiiiato bow gently the sun was setting over 
the scene of yesterday's battle. Then as he saw that the young friar wai 
not looking at the sky but at the bushes and trees ahead of him, he 
began to chant the Psalm, 'The Loid is my shepherd." Presently 
Illuminators voice joined his a little uncertainly, and then it steadied. 

There was a slight movement behind some bushes ahead of them 
that startled both men, and then Francis pointed out that it was only 
two sheep browsing 01 1 dusty licrlxigc. "The Lord is taking care of those 
two sheep," said Francis, "I low im icfa more will He take care of us!" 

After that there seemed no motion, no life. And then suddenly 
from a little hollow in front of them, half -screened by low bushes, n 
number of Saracens rode up on their graceful horses with silken scarvcj 



The Shadow o( Success ltf 

fluttering in the light evening brcc/.e. Before Francis could speak, they 
li:id seized both of the friars. Brother Illiuniiutn struggled, but Francis 
bade him go along quietly, and as the men saw Ihtni relax, Francis 
cried out, "Soldan! Soldan!" The Saracens looked ;it each oilier, and 
llicn they thrust one of thcii nmnber forward, and In tin: French 
language he asked them what Ihev wanted. 

"We wish to see the Soldan," .said Franc is. 

"They are messengers," said the Frcnch-q«^iking Saiami, ami lie 
spoke to his comrades in a language Francis had never heard. Francis 
was wondering if perhaps he were not acting a lie, but when thev 
presently reached the nearest tents- of the Saracen army, a couple of 
men came out with chains and bound Illuminato and Francis so that 
1 1 icy could barclv walk together. 

"We have come," protested Francis, "'to do good to the Soldan and 
not to hurt him." 

The French-speaking Saracen apparently translated this into the un- 
known tongue, But the leader of the group that had sciz-cd them only 
shrugged his shoulders, and when Francis asked when they might hope 
lo meet the Soldan, the interpreter laughed at him and said, "Do you 
il inik the Soldan has nothing else to do but keep watch?" 

"Let us sing a hymn," said Francis to Illuminato. 

But when he raised his voice in a hymn of thanksgiving for the good- 
ness of God, his guard bade him be still, "There is racket enough over 
I here behind your disorderly lines." 

So Francis and Illuminato prayed silently. Presently Francis fell 
asleep, but the younger friar watched the Saracens come and go all 
night, some of them coming over lo look at them, others whispering 
.11 id shaking their heads. Once in the middle of the night, Francis 
awoke, and for a little while he watched the Saracen soldiers, Goo. They 
were talking quietly now. "At least they are not drinking the night 
away," he said to Brother Illuminato. When in the morning word tame 
that the Soldan would see them, Francis reminded the young friar that 
if they could convert the Soldan, they would have won the Cnisade, 
and if they failed, what finer thing than the martyr's crown could man 
aspire to? 

Neither of the friars had ever seen anything quite like the brightly 
I'tilored arches in the courtyard of the Soldan's palace. Then they came 
into a large and beautifully tiled room that looked ,is if it were walled 
with precious stones. The room seemed to be all a rustle with the soft 
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movement of the bright silk robes and many-colored turbans. It wa* 
not hard to find the Soldan, for he was sitting on his tliione, leaning 
forward and looking curiously at the intruders. Francis bowed court o 
ously to him, and only then did he notice that between his feet and the 
Soldan's throne stretched a bright blue carpet, studded with gold 
crosses. He looked up from the crosses at the Soldan, and he saw that 
he was smiling at him. It was not, he thought, a cruel smile; rather it 
was quizzical, as if he had set a puzzle for his guest and wondered how 
he would solve it 

Francis smiled, too. "Soldan, there were three crosses on the hill of 
Calvary. On one Our Lord hung, and on the other two, thieves. The 
true cross I carry here"— and he put Ins hand to his heart— "and these 
crosses that are put here to trick me, they arc (he thieves* crosses, and 
I do not for to walk on them." lie went boldly across the carpet, while 
the Soldan's eyes lighted with pleasure. 

"You're an ingenious fellow, at least," said the Soldan, and a ripple 
of laughter ran around the room as somebody repeated the friar's 
French for the benefit of the audience. 

But Francis went on as if the Soldan had not interrupted, "One of 
those two thieves recognized Christ on the cross, and though he had 
been an evil man all the days of his life, Our Blessed Lord promised 
him t hat that night he would walk with him in Paradise." 

"So yon want to bring me to your paradise," said the Soldan. At 
Francis' answer several of the bystanders had started toward him, btil 
the Soldan stopped them with a glance. "What sort of paradise is it," 
he asked, "and how will this Christ of yours help me to come there?" 

Francis: began to explain to the Soldan the whole story of Christ's 
coming for man's redemption. The Soldan listened, and as Francis 
spoke, simply and earnestly, with all his body coming into play so thai 
the movement of a hand or a foot emphasized a point, the room grew 
still. 

"You do believe it, don't you?" said the Soldan. 

"I believe it so much I hat 1 want all men to haw the joy of bcl icving 
it." And then: Francis stretched out his hands to the Soldan, and he 
besought him to let him but talk with him and pray with him for a 
little. 

The Soldan looked around his company, and he said, "I do not 
know when, nay friends, we shall have so good a chance again to t ry out 
Muslim arguments against the Christian." 
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"Hut it isn't of arguments that I am talking," protested Francis. "It 
r\ of faith." 

"That is hardei to measure," said the Soldiin quietly, and he looked 
mound his company with lifted biows. 

"Listen to me, Soldan," pleaded Francis. "Build a great lite in front 
i»f your palace here, and I will take the cross of Christ, and I will pass 
through tliat fire, if some of your priests will do so, too. Ami whichever 
(me of us emerges unscathed I row. that Die, 1 shall ask only thai yini 
accept his faith for the truth." 

Again, somebody spoke aloud in the strange tongue, and the whole 
mom grew very still. Then the Soldan shook Ins head. Then ate 
several of niv priests here; vet there arc no volunteers for your chal- 
lenge. But I shall ask you to wait. Your co-rcligionists arc not idle, and 
I am afraid they ate more practical than you. So come tomorrow, and 
I will talk with you." 

The next day when Francis went into the Soldan's presence, he was 
no longer in his throne room but in a little Eoom with a balcony. He 
look Francis out on the balcony so that he could look down on the 
nowd in the street. "Little man, I think you have the faith to go 
through that fire, and I feel quite sure that none of my priests has. 
And may I say that I don't think anv of those high priests of yours over 
( here behind us would go into the fire cither. But have you thought of 
this"— he pointed to the crowd below— "if I should change my faith, 
what do you think those men below would do?" 

"Would they not obey you?" 

The Soldan smiled . "If they saw you lift that Cross of yours a nd strike 
me with it, they would scale the balconv and tear you to pieces. But 
if they were to sec me kneel down in front of it, they would also scale 
I he balcony, but it would be me whom they would tear to pieces. 
Tower has its chains, my little friend." 

"That is why I have come to bring you freedom." 

"Have you thought of bringing freedom to vour Emperor or your 
Toper" 

Francis stiffened. "For the Emperor, t can say nothing, for I ain a 
poor religious; but the Pope is a holy old man, who lives very simply in 
,ill his splendor," 

"It is pleasant to hear of power simple in its splendor," said the 
Soldan. "Come, Ictus not talk of kneeling down before crosses, or fires 
to test out faith, but rather let us talk of these things like two intelligent 
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men. I will give you and thai pleasant-looking young companion of 
yours rooms here in my palace, and we will talk of these things to- 
gether." 

"I do not want quarters in your palace." 

"You arc more practical then? Some of my men tell me that your 
young brother says you were a rich merchant once. 1 will give you silks 
that have come over the great highway which men call the Silk Road, 
and amber which men haw brought from those ancient roads to the 
Baltic, which you have made it so hard for us to reach. And there mc 
gems from India. You will have a generous reward for yoiu time." 

"There is only one reward I want," said Francis, "and that is you." 

"You think I am more precious than all my gifts, then?" 

"Any man's soul is more precious. 

'You lower the price," said the Soldan with a sigh, "but at least you 
do not put my gifts above me, and I assure you I sec few men of whorn 
that could be said; and 1 suspect there are not so many over there where 
you come from tliat they would gladly lose you. So will you not take the 
gift as a substitute?" 

"No, gold and silver I have nothing to do with."' 

"It is not only a strong faith, yours," said the Soldan, "but a very odd 
one. Come. Will you take no token of my goodwill with you? It is poor 
courtesy to refuse all tokens of friendship." 

Francis looked around, and his eyes fell on a horn on the railing of 
the balcony. "That?" he asked. 

"Oh, it is the horn of an odd kind of deer whom, they hunt in the 
mountains of Persia." 

"What do you do with it?" 

"The Muezzin uses it when we are in battle to call our men to the 
hour of prayer." 

"Then thai 1 will talc," said Francis, "and I will use it to call our 

men to sermon." 

"When you do, pray for me," said the Soldan, "that I may know 
what the true faith is." 

As Francis took up the horn, he looked over the balcony at the 
crowd Mow. "Why don't you let me talk to them?" he asked. 

The Soldan laughed. "No, little man, they would kill you, and I 
should be sorry for that, for if I cannot let my people hear the things 
you have been saying to me, I should very much like to have those 
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crusaders of yours over there bear them. 1 think it would be better for 
.ill of us." 

"I shall hope to come again," saW Pranci*. 

'Hie Soldan smiled. "Whatever paradise it is that you arc in, Brother 
Francis, there would I, also, like to be, IX) not forget to pray for mc." 
Then the Soldan called some of his guards, and he said, "Take them 
through the lines, and tell the men al watch thai I will strangle with 

my own bowstring anybody who lets an mow fly after ilu.ui." 

Francis and Illuminato nnisC have been seen crossing the stretch of 
desert; fot there was a great host waiting for them when tlicy came 
llirough the crusading hues, and it seemed as if everyone cried our, 
"What is the Soldan like?" 

"He is a very courteous gentleman," replied Francis, and there was 
.1 roar of laughter. 

"What gifts did he give you?" cried another. 

Francis lifted the horn. "It is the Muezzin's horn and 1 shall use it 
I-) call you to sermon." The laughter rcdoubled- 

Then Brother Barbara and Brother Peter pushed their way to 
Francis, and they embraced joyously. "Thank God, you are here. They 
have been holding the attack until you should be back." 

In the early hours of the next clay a messenger from the Cardinal 
awakened Francis and asked him if he had had any more dreams. "I 
liave not dreamt this night," he replied. 

"Then," said the messenger, "I can tell the Cardinal that be may 
took for victor)'." 

Francis had been sleepy when the man first spoke to him, but now 
his brain began to clear, and he said with great sadness, "I wish we 
i ould win the Soldan without all this fighting." The messenger listened 
In him in astonishment; then he turned and ran out of the dark dormi- 
tory. As he was reporting to his master that the madman was as mad as 
ever, Francis went into the chapel to pray- 
"Do you think we will win?" asked Illuminato. 
"It depends on what you mean by 'win/ " said Francis. "I think we 
will take Darnictta, but I don't think we'll convert the Soldan." 

Twice Illuminato came back to report on the progress of the battle 
.is he watched it from the ramparts above tlie hostel. The third time be 
came in and knelt down beside Francis before the crucifix. 
"Is it over?" 
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"It depends on what you mean," said the young friar with a sigh. 

"They haven't taken -the city yet." 

And then Brother Giulio came in. 

"Have they taken the city?" 

"Oh, yes," said the young priest. And as Francis watched him, the 
young man shrugged his shoulders. "The whole town is pouring out 
across the sand. The whole waterfront — " 

"Should we go, loo?" asked Francis. 

The young man shrugged his shoulders again, and with an attempted 
lightness which the sick eyes belied, he answered, "Dagger, lance, 
sword, mace, fist, fire, hare hands— take your choice. You would die tlic 
first move you made to stop one of them." 

"But won't the Cardinal try to stop it?" 

"He will try to stop it tomorrow morning," said Giulio, suddcnl 
looking old. "Brother Francis, you have seen the night of a defeat 
1 lave you never seen the night of a victory?" 

"It is no way to convert the Soldan," said Francis. 

"Oh, the Soldnn is many miles south of Damictta now. He will not 
be surprised at what he hears in a few days; he has taken towns him- 
self." 

"But these are Christians!" 

The young priest sat down on (he steps of the altar and put his long 
hands around his knees. "When I think of tonight," he said, "1 wondci. 
Tomorrow, perhaps—" And then he looked at the great crucifix above 
his head, and lie asked Francis, "Do you suppose lie is waiting for 
tomorrow, too?" 

Francis shook his head. "Innocent was right. Even winning the 
battle will not matlcr if—" 

But a familiar voice rang out in the little church. "I thought I would 
6nd you here." It was the Bishop of Acre again. When Francis and rh| 
young men had kissed his ring, he came and sat down with them on the 
steps of tliealtar. "You know, we are pretty nearly the onlv men except 
the wounded and the ill tef t i n th is town tonight." And as he noted I he 
sick look on Francis' face, his voice recovered its brisk note. "Nothing 
wc can do over there tonight— or tomorrow for that matter. You might 
not guess it," he said companionably to Francis, "but the Cirtlin.il, 
when he is sufficiently indignant, can preach a blistering sermon. Some 
of the lords will even be thinking of a visit to the holy places when lie n 
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I hrough. I haw a ship here, my friend; we can land in Syria, and then 
we can see what the chances are of yon gelling to JerusaU t n." 

Francis stood up and faced the Bishop. "You Ihink then is nothing 
more for us to do here?" 

"Oh, you might perform :i miracle or two," Slid |kuiics dc Vitry 
cheerfully. "But don't you think you'd better take a dunce for the 
great pilgrimage when you have il?" 

Francis' eyes gleamed, and then the light died. "My lord, there arc 
a II these new "brethren of ours." 

"Yes," said the Bishop. "I heard the Cardinal say this morning that 
lie had lost more men to you, Francis, than to the Soldan." 

"He is exaggerating." 

But the Bishop shook his head, "I think his young cousin, Giulio, 
will tell you that lie is only a little; besides, the ones you have taken 
are the very ones he wanted to keep." 

"But can we take the new brethren with us?" persisted Francis. 

"No," said the Bishop. "I'm sorry," he added as Fiancis' face fell, 
"but I think the Cardinal will find a boat to send some of tlicm to 
Klias in Syria, and the rest he will take back with him to Home. I don't 
honestly think, Francis, there's anything better you can do than a 
pilgrimage now." 

"No," said Francis, and as he spoke, he rubbed his hands across his 
eyes. The sand of the desert still clung to them, and he was so wearv 
now that one moment he wondered if lie had a fever, and the next he 
was shaking with the chill of the n ight . "I will come with you," he said 
to the Bishop, "as a pilgrim." 



5 

"I never did justice to Jonah before," said Francis when his host, the 
Bishop of Acre, asked him how he did that early summer evening in 
1220. 

"The doctor is right that you are better," said the Bishop, settling 
himself on the ramprt and gazing down affectionately at the little gray 
figure on the pallet. "I did not think cither that wc would get you to 
land." 

Francis shook his head sadly. "I am afraid that I lost 1 io!d of my faith 
in the depths of the great waters." 

"Nonsense," said the Bishop. "The doctor on the boat and the 
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doctors here all agree that it is the fever which has laid low so many, 
even some of those blonde giants from the north." 

"What a poor figure I should have made before St. Peter, reeling ami 
retching!" 

"I was not worried about the figure you would make before SI, 
Peter," said the Bishop dryly, "but the figure I should make before ill 
your brethren if I did not bring at least some relic of you ashore." 

At first Francis was shocked, and then he remembered tliat saint! 
and relics were the literary trade of Jacques de Vitry, and what would 
have been blasphemous absurdity in another man was only a profes- 
sional jest in him. That anybody should think of this wasted carcass <>l 
his! Then he looked out over the sea. With liis usual imaginativeness, 
the Bishop of Acre had had Francis' pallet laid on trestles so that he 
could look out over the rampart of the half-fortress, half-palace, an4 
watch the great bay. It was evening now, and (he tide was coming in 
softly in an opalescent shimmer, pale gold and rose, as the sun w.n 
sinking behind the low hills, and the whole bay was flowering with the 
sails of (he little boats hurrying in to anchorage before the darfcn 
should bill. 

'I I is hard to believe it is the same sea, isn't it?" said the Bishop. 
"The world is like that," said Francis thoughtfully. "When we arc 
in the middle of it, we are so tossed, so frightened, that we can see only 
its terror. And then when we have escaped from it and have conic up 
to a high place, lo.it is as fair and as still as a dream." 

"Enjoy the dream while you may, Brother Francis," said the Bishop, 
dropping with a light sigh from the parapet. "And as you do, say a 
prayer for mc." 

"flow selfish 1 have been! That is real sickness when one is so ab- 
sorbed in his own wretchedness that he does not think even of the 
kindness of a host who has so many burdens." 

"A great burden!" laughed the Bishop. "A heap of straw in the 
corner of a little closet. Thai was flic first thing, Francis, that gave im 
hope that you might live— when you would not let us put you into a 
bed but demanded a pallet on the floor." 
"1 have forgotten." 

The Bishop smiled. "You know what the doctors say? When a man 
is poised like you, half between this world and the next, it is what \k 
cares about most that conies out when he can no longer think about 

it." 
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"It is time I were thinfcing," said Francis, stirring weakly. "Do you 
suppose tomorrow I could be carried down to the chapel?" 

"Wait a day or two. When the doctors give us thcit permission, I 
(frill say Mass for you myself. And how ore your eyes?" lie asked, as 
In- lingered for a moment on the battlement. 

"I can't look at the light long." said l-iam is m :i puzzled fashion. "I 

• h not know whether it is faititncss of the eyes or of the heart. " 

"We'll let the doctors worry about the eyes," said the Bishop cheer- 
lully. "As for the heart, that is my province, and I can assuic yon there 
is nothing wrong there." 

'What did I tell you?" cried the Bishop a couple of days later when 
finally Francis managed, leaning on the arm of Brother Illuminato, to 
i "iue to the chapel. "Is it not a strange chapel?" he asked when he 
Dad finished Mass and had come to sit down by Francis on the step of 
I he altar, where he had finally yielded to the persuasions of Brother 
I lluminato and accepted grateful! v the support of the cool stone, 

"It looks a little like the Sol dan's palace," satel Francis, "the same 

* nnlncss and airiness, and the arches. It isn't at all like the rest of the 

Uirtress." 

"Mo, I thought the chapel at least should not look like a fortress; so 
I got some of their native workmen here, and I told them to build as 
l hey liked. The altar would make it a church." And then he turned to 
line of his acolytes. "I liave a little wine here to give you strength be- 
fore you try to go back to your chamber." 

As the wine tingled through Francis' body, the Bishop watched him. 
"Some of: your brethren arc waiting for you," he said at length. "I have 
had a hard time keeping them from von and letting them look at yon 
Only in your sleep." 

"Wliat is it?" said Francis, and then he looked more closely at his 
host. "Is it bad news? I can face it now." 

"I'm not sure," said the Bishop, "that you will call it bad news, 
though your brethren feared to tell you." 

"What is it?" There was something Francis seemed to remember 
before they took ship, something that had taken the heart out of him 
More ever befell into the grip of the sea. 

"You remember your brethren who went out on the mission?" 

"Yes," said Francis. "I think even in my fever I remembered to pray 
for them, though their names and their faces kept slipping away. There 
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were the brethren wlio went to Franc* and to Germany and to Spain," 
said Francis with a sudden access of memory. "Yes, and some of Ihosc 
last to Morocco!" 

"It is they, the ones who went to Morocco. They arc in heaven, 
Francis," said the Bishop, watching liim anxiously. 

"But surely," said Francis, "there is nothing in that for which wc 
can say anything but Thanks be to God/ " 

"I knew you would say that." 

"But how came they by so high a promotion?" 

"You have been reading that book of nine these last days," said 
Jacques de Vitry with a smile, "or rather Brother llluminato has been 
reading it to yon. 1 need not remind you. Brother Francis, need I, that 
it is often by a very narrow and painful gate that we come to the throne 
of God." 

"They arc martyrs!" said Francis, and a great joy lighted his face. 
'Tell me!" 

"I will let v°ut brethren tell that," said the Bishop. "But before they 
do, let me remind you that many of these martyr stories are much the 
same. I will not say that they rushed upon death, but I think tile)' could 
have saved themselves if the)' had been willing to hold back." 

"But why were the others afraid to tell me? Smrclv they did not 
think-" 

"What they were afraid of," said the Bishop slowly, "was not your 
grief, but they £>id 'Maybe he will want to make haste to join Iheni 
and not stay with us who need him so.' " 

Only after Francis had helped the Bishop sing the Tc Deum of 
thanksgiving for the new martyrs did he have time to think about what 
was happening to the Order in Italy, whence those who brought the 
news had conic. But before he could ask them any questions, the 
Bishop returned lo Francis with Brother Elias. At sight of Brother 
Elias the brethren from Italy drew back, and Elias was so full of his 
story that Francis could think of nothing else. Elias had heard of the 
Moroccan martyrs before Francis had, and he had lost no time putting 
all of the missions in Syria in order against the renewal of attacks from 
the heathen who had been driven hack in Egypt. Francis was shocked 
at the look of weariness that came over the faces of the brethren from 
Italy as Elias reported this, the Latest example of his extraordinary readi- 
ness to make the most of even- occasion. 

"That is well done," said Francis gravely. But the look on the faces 
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of the brethren from Italy haunted him even after they liad excused 
Ihemselves. "Are the new missions keeping the Rule?" iic asked when 
Elias had at last finished the extraordinary talc of new brethren re- 
ceived and organized into fresh mission bands. 

"They are keeping the Rule." 

"And not accepting any gifts of houses?" Francis persisted. 

"No," said Elias, "I have DOl forgotten." Elias' had been a tale of 
triumph, but now Itis fate sobered, and Francis hastened to add, "I 
was sure you would not, my son." 

But he pressed again, "Are they living in wooden and straw and 

(hatched huts?" 

"In this land?" said Elias, and he looked around the cool stone room 
in which they were silling talking. 

"That is true." And then as Elias said nothing, Francis went on, "My 
weakness has betrayed me. But now the example of our glorious breth- 
ren and these heartening tidings which you have brought us, they have 
made mc strong again. Now you must let me come with you and see 
t hese brethren whom you have won for us." 

But the Bishop and his doctors were adamant. The kind of visitation 
which Francis proposed in this country with its climate and the un- 
certainty of travel would only hasten Francis' leaving of this world. 
Brother Elias hastened to support the argument of the doctors and the 
Bishop. "Wc need you," he said anxiously. So for a compromise it was 
agreed that Francis would content himself with travelling slowly to 
Bethlehem and to Jerusalem; and then if the sight of the holy places 
had restored him, the)' would consider a visitation of the new houses. 

"Never fear," said Francis happily. "On that earth where Oar 
Blessed Lord has walked, I cannot fail to grow strong in spirit, and 
where the spirit is strong, the donkey that carries it will not dare to 
lag." 

But whether it was the fever that every so often returned to him, or 
the chills that followed the fever, or the soreness of his eyes from which 
l he Egyptian sand seemed never to have been completely washed out, 
Francis failed to find the renewal of spirit on which he had counted. At 
first it was a little worry, like a wraith of dust on the highway in the 
distance. The brethren from Italy had looked disappointed when he 
went off with Elias, and Francis had wondered too late if, weak as he 
was, he should have managed to see them alone before he went. But 
Brother Elias was such a perfection of care and attention on the 
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journey that Francis presently forgot even the faces of the brethren 
front Italy. 

When he was not pointing out places of interest, Brother Elias rode 
with lax rein, always ready to chant a psalm with Fiancis, or to make 
the responses for the prayers. Yet he had the gift of silence, too. I h 
would ride for an hour, seemingly absorbed in mental prayer, and then 
when Francis began to tire, Elias would suggest flint they break, then 
journey. 

His tact never failed, either. He was always careful to choose an old 
deserted church, or a small convent, or an ancient pilgrim hostel. A few 
times on the road they came upon people who knew Elias and begged 
him to conic with thein and sojourn in their castles. But always Elias 
declined. Never once, cither, did he even hint at the identity of the 
tired little man riding on a mule behind him. "fie is a perfect mode! <>l 
a friar," said Francis to himself. Then with a flick of pain he remem- 
bered the distaste on Leo's face as he repeated Francis* praise. Ami 
again he was torn unhappily between his trust in his old friend and the 
desire to be just to his new brother. 

That sense of some discord at the very heart of things was sharpened 
when they reached Bethlehem. Francis was already tired when they 
ciinic to the foot of the hill that led to the church, for they had been 
on I he road since early morning, and now it was approaching dusk. Rut 
Francis could not rest so close to the place where Our Saviour*! 
manger had stood. "We will just go and kneel down for a moment in 
the cave," lie pleaded. 

Hut Flias was worried. "It is not exactly a cave any more. You know 
they have built a church over it." 

"Of course," Francis tried to reassure him. But when they went 
down into the lower church, Francis was appalled. For this was no 
cave, but a great basilica with richly carved lamps swinging from long 
chains, and jewelled mosaics, wherever one turned. Onlv a gold stai 
in the pavement marked the spot where the manger liad stood, btil 
over against it somebody had seta golden manger, rich enough to hold 
an emperor's son. "It was here," said Francis, kneeling down and kiss- 
ing the star in the pavement, "and that is what I must think of. It ii 
here," he said, and he slmt his eyes so that he would not sec the golden 
crib. 

That night as they looked out over the flat roofs of Bethlehem from 
the roof of the pilgrim hostel and saw the moon rising over the plain, 
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l-'iancis thought, "This is as it was that night." And when one Star 
deepened in brilliance as the sky darkened, he thought nf tluit other 
Star. "If only men could leave Ihc earth alone like llie sky, which God 
lias put out of reach of their meddling hands," he sighed. Then as the 
noise of the little town subsided and all was still in the night air, 
Francis thought again, "What a bltwd thing we IRS h'mnd to this 
earth and cannot trouble the ancient peace of the stars. f"i they keep 
t lean and plain the memory of what tlicy have shone on ben." 

Rrothci Elias was so distressed, however, when the next morning 
Francis proposed that they should go on at once, that out ol com- 
mission he relented and agreed to look at Ihc church again. But going 
in from the sunlight he had more than ever the sense that out of the 
original cave men had made only a splendid dungeon, and then they 
had jewelled the walls, and plastered over even the jewels with the 
tokens of their own mortality. One only of these tablets interested 
Francis. 'Iliat was the tabtet which Jerome liad put up above the grave 
n( a woman, Paula. "He must haw loved that woman," said Francis 

Iwhea Brother Elias had translated the sonorous tribute of Jerome, 
"with a pure and holy love," he added at the look of surprise on Elias' 
nice. Sister Clare at San Damiano would have understood about the 
star hi the pavement and the stars in the sky. 

That day Francis was so weary when he went back to the pilgrim 
hostel that he allowed Brother Elias to persuade him that he should 
rest The next morning as they ate before beginning the day's journey, 
Francis asked, "Brother Elias, have they put a lot of stone over the 

(sepulchre, too?" 
Elias looked thoughtfully at Francis, and lie smiled that faint smile 
that made Francis wonder what went on behind those firmly con- 
trolled features of his. And then, as so often happened, Elias seemed 
with that extraordinarily prehensile intelligence of his to have reached 
out and to have grasped the thought which was hardly formulated in 
Francis' own mind. "You will like the garden of Our Lord's agony," 
he said. "They can have done very little to that, although of course, 
the olive trees are older now." 

''The garden of Our Lord's agony," Francis repeated the words 
.slowly. 

But as it tuxned out, the lime for that had not yet come. They were 
almost ready to start on the journey to Jerusalem when a new pilgrim 
.irrived at the hostel and asked for Brother Francis, When he was told 
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Iliat there was nO Brother Francis" there. Only Brother Elias and d 
company of his friars on pilgrimage, the newcomer insisted that Iiq 
must tlicn sec Brother Elias. Klias looked annoyed, but even as ho 
hesitated, a ragged pdgrim came through the doOr into the yard anq 
looked around him. Me piid no attention to Brother Elias, but wheq 
he saw Francis, he came and knelt down and clasped his feet. 

"What du you want, fellow?" asked Klias sharply. 

But Francis had taken the pilgrim's head in his hands. "It is Biothcr 
Stefano!" he cried with delight, and he slid off the mule and embraced 
him. Brother Stefano was one of the earliest of Francis* brethren, lie 
had been a well-known incrchaii t whom Francis had met in his father's 
house once or twice only, for he had the name of being a little tricky, 
not the kind of man with whom Peter Bernardone and his friends cared 
to deal. But when Francis had finally convinced him that he was wait* 
ing all his cleverness on things of little value, he had made a very good 
friar— a little literal-minded, perhaps, but devoted and as ingenious in 
meeting the emergencies of a vagabond life as he had been in ha 
trading. 

"How did you find us?" asked Klias. Francis was surprised at the 
insistence in his voice, as if anybody should ever ask how a friar had 
found his father. 

Rut Stefauo seemed completely unaware of Elias' very presence So 
Francis took his hand and drew him aside into a little room off ihc 
courtyard. "II is -,\ long journey and a hard journey," he began. "Did 
you come alone?" 

"I had to conic alone," said Brother Stefano. "The others were too 

cowardly." 

But at that moment Brother Peter broke in, "Brother Francis, 
Brother Elias says that so long as wc have been detained, we might ai 
well have our dinner here." 

"Brother Elias is right," said Francis. "After dinner it will be easier 
for Brother Stefano to tell us what it is all about." 

But they had barely said grace, and the meat had jus) been put on 
the table when Brother Stefano cried out, "You must not cat that." 

Francis stared at liim. "Why not? Is it not good meat, this which the 
custodian of the hostel lias provide*!?" 

"But the new rule says that we should not eat meat today." 

Francis turned to Peter Catanii. "Brother Peter, you always keep the 
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calendar in mind. Today is not Friday, is it? Nor one of the universal 
fast days?" 

"None that I have ever heard of." 

"Then," said Francis, "let us c:il what CwhI has given to us." And 
when they had eaten I he meat, Fiancis looked ;it Brother Stcfano and 
aid, "Brother Stcfano, wlio made tliis rale yon lulkahoul?" 

"The two brethren whom you left for vicars." 

"But they swore before I he allar thai thiv would keep the Rule, 
mid they would not think op any Dew ways to get around it." 

"But what, precisely, have they done?" asked Peter, frowning: at 
Stcfano. 

"They have put forth some new 'constitutions,' they call them." 

When they first saw him, Brother Stefano had been half-starved and 
frightened, but now that he had eaten meat, and above all now that he 
1 1. id found the object of his search, he seemed for the first time to be 
able to look at the matter reasonably. "You have been gone so long, 
llrother Francis," he said, "and again and again the story has come that 
vou were dead." 

"Dead?" 

"Yes, that the Soldan had killed you, and then that you were lost at 
sea; and the last one was that you had died of the fever." 

"Nearer the truth than most rumors, at that," said Brother Peter, 
l< >oking at Brother Stefano though tfully. 

Francis had to admit that he was not a prepossessing object of con- 
templation. I lis tunic was soiled and torn; his beard and his hair needed 
cutting. Hunger and fear had given his eyes a wild glitter, and yet there 
was a certain shrewd intelligence in the look with which he faced Elias 
that Francis saw had convinced Elias that here was a man whose testi- 
mony was not to he dismissed lightly. 

"What did they do to you?" Elias asked. 

The glitter in Stcfano's eyes hardened. "They tied mc up and put 
n ic in the cellar of one of their houses!" 

"Their houses?" exclaimed Francis. 

"Their houses! They arc building stone houses again, and they have 
Inken a house at Bologna." 

"A house at Bologna?" Francis' words were a cry. 

A cunning look came into the eyes of the man in front of him. "Ah, 
you have been away a long time, Brother Fiancis! These days it is study 
thej' talk about and not prayer," 
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But Elias was not to be deflected from his course. "Why did they pit I 
you in prison?" lie asked. 

Stefano shrugged his shoulders. "There were some people over Itc* 
yond PeTugia whom I had promised to preach to at harvest time. 1 luil 
been there before." 

'That is true," said Francis. "I sent you the firs.t time." 

"But now, you know, you must get permission from the guardian of 
the house before you do any travelling." 

"That is something, you remember, that the bishops have alwayi 
■wanted," Peter reminded Francis. 

But Francis shook his head. "Why should we have all this formal- 
ity?" 

"And then," said Stefano, "when I asked the guardian's permission, 
he asked me what I was going to do. and f told him I was going In 
preach to the farmers there in the field. And he said I was not the mail 
to go; they would send one of the learned brethren." A note of mockery 
came into Stefano's voice. "They sent the learned brother," said 
Stefano, "but 1 went, too, for I had promised. I found the learned 
brother talking to the people, and some of them were asleep, and some 
of them had wandered off already when I arrived. The learned brothci 
was angry, but. Brother Francis, he was not evert talking the dialect frf 
the people in that part of the country." 

"What did you do?" asked Francis. 

"I remembered you, Brother Francis,"" said Brother Stefano humbly, 
"and I went up and called out to the people, and those who were leav- 
ing stopped, for they knew me. And they shook those who were asleep 
awake, and I told them they had done wrong not to listen to Brolhrt, 
for he was a son of Rrothcr Francis, and he brought than the word n( 
God, and they should listen. I talked to them like a plain man," said 
Brother Stefano, "and they listened. But the learned brother wm 
angry, and when wc got back, he complained to the guardian, and I wa» 
thrown in the cellar." 

"But how came you here then?" Klias was frowning. 

"The rats gnawed through one of the ropes, and 1 managed to bn\il 
the rest. I waited until t hev were all busy with a feast which they wem 
making for a lord who had come to visit." 

"A feast for a lord?" said Francis sliarply. 

"Yes." 

"But how did you gel out?" persisted Elias. 
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"There was a window high up in the cellar, and I climbed oul of 

Unit. Then I set out to find yon. Brother Francis." 

"But how did you know I would not lxr dead as thev said?" 

"No," said Brother Stcfano. "1 was Mire you were not dead, lor I had 

inked some of the brethren at the Portiuncula whether you had been 

Wen therein the night, or anybody had dreamed of you. And they said. 

pin, had I gone quite mad; but I knew then dial vun were not dead, for 

I knew that you would not have gone to Paradise, Father Francis, with- 
out stopping there to see how it was with the rest of us." 

Francis shook his head. "I have been away too long, and men have 
forgotten." 

"No," said Brother Peter. "There have alwavs been those who 
"iiitcd to make our order more like the others, and now they liavc 
itucd to speak up." 

Klias said nothing but seemed to be waiting. 

"'Were there none to oppose them?" asked Francis. 

"Oh, yes," said Brother Stcfano. "Some they have beaten, and some 
they have given many prayers to sav, and some tlicv have put fasting on. 
bread and water, and some they have locked up. And some of these 
brethren have run away and are hiding up in the old caves on the 
mountain. But," said Brother Stcfano with a gleam in his eye, "when 
llicy hear that yon are not dead, they will come down, and then they 
will speak out." 

"I will go hack with you at once," said Francis. 

"You are still too frail," protested Elias. 

"I am not dead." 

"But won't you go first to Jerusalem to see the garden of Our Lord's 
■ !:miy?" 

Francis shook h is head. "If I do not get back to the Portiuncula soon, 
there will be no need of my going so far as Jerusalem for that." 



When the little party from the Holy Land landed in Venice, Francis 
astonished his companions by announcing that he would not go di- 
rectly to the Portiuncula himself, but that he would send Peter and 
Elias with the other brethren to escort them, and he himself would 
lirp only BrothcT Leonardo with him. Elias at once protested that 
Francis was really too ill to journey with one brother alone. Suppose 
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he should have a return of the fever? But Francis said stoutly that Cod 
had protected lum so far, and He would not fail him now. 

"What shall we do at the Portiuncula without you?" asked Peter. 

"You will speak for mc," said Francis. "You will tell those two laith- 
less Vicars that they are deposed, and you, Peter, will be Vicar until I 
can come. And you, Elias, will help him." 

"But when will you come?" asked Elias, obviously alieady looking 

ahead to the next business in hand. 

"I will be there as soon as I can," Francis replied. "I am going first 

to Rome." 

Elias was evidently puzzled, Francis saw, but Peter Catanu under- 
stood. He had remembered those other time* when Francis had gone to 
Rome to aslc for the approval and the confirmation of their Rule. He 
nodded. One concession only Francis would make to Elias' worries 
about his health, and that was the acceptance of the loan of an ass. So 
hamming a little Umbrian folk tunc, Francis set off with Brother 

Leonardo leading the ass. 

The road into the country led through a pleasant stretch of wood- 
land where the birds were singing cheerfully in the trees above them. 
"We have not said our office today, Brother Leonardo," said Francis, 
so they started, Francis saying the prayers and Brother Leonardo mak- 
ing the responses. But the birds' song seemed to rise above their 
voices. "They are the birds of our own land, making us welcome," said 
Francis happily, then with affectionate severity he raised his voice, 
"Oh, little sisters, vou have had your chance now to say your office, and 
sweet is your praise in God's presence. But do you keep still now and 
let us say ours." 

It seemed to Brother Leonardo that the birds fell silent, and only 
the two friars' voices rose, his own strong with the freshness of hr> 
youth, and Francis' still sweet but frail. Then they continued alongthl 
road in silence, and Ihe dust and the heat of the day arose about them, 
and slackening his grip on the ass, Francis now and then slept a little, 
Brother I-eonardo, unaccustomed from the longdaysat sea to trudging 
along in the dust, grew tired. Presently he said to Francis, "Should we 

not perhaps rest here a while?" 

But Francis said, "No, for we have work to do, and we must be aboul 
it." So they went on, Francis out of exhaustion Sapsi rig into silence, and 
the young man growing wearier and wearier. 

"What a queer thing it is," lie mused presently. "Here am I a lord'i 
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'■■ii. trudging along in the dust like a peasant, and this son of a mer- 
chant is riding like a lord." 

He was sure he had said nothing, hut in a moment he hen id llic voice 
of Francis, quick and eager, as if he were no longer iil, "It is not right. 
Brother Leonardo, that you who were of so much higher rank in the 
world than I should walk in the dust, and I who came of much humbler 
slock should ride here on the ass. Let us stop, and wc will change 
places." But when Francis had with some difficulty dismounted from 
the ass. Brother Leonardo stood there holding its bridle and making no 
effort to move. Then, as Francis came toward him, Brother Leonardo 
cast himself at his fed weepill& and he begged Francis to forgive him. 
But Francis only thanked him for speaking like a true brother. 

Then when they had resumed their journey, Brother Leonardo asked 
Franca whether they needed to go to Rome, hut Francis' face hard- 
ened. 

"You are thinking of coming home to the Portmncula, Brother 

Leonardo" 

"No," said Brother Leonardo, "I am thinking of seeing vou come 
home to the Portiuncula, and all your enemies flying at the sight of 

your face." 

But Francis rebuked him and said that one brother should never 
use the word "enemy" of another. That night they had lodged in a 
convent of the Cistercians in a room which was reserved for poor pil- 
grims, but the next morning they had hatdlv taken to the road again 
when they met a beggar. Francis was delighted, but when he came 
close to them, they saw it was one of Francis' first brethren. Indeed, it 
was the one whom Francis had put in charge of the convent at Bologna 
when it was founded. Francis embraced him joyously and he bade 
Brother Leonardo look upon this true model of a guardian of the 
Friars Minor who had come out to them in the dress and with the look 
«>f a beggar to greet them. But the friar shook his head, and though he 
had been weeping with joy at seeing Francis again, he now laughed 
scornfully. 

"Do you think Peter of Stacia would walk the road in these rags?" 
he asked. "At this moment he is sitting like a lord in his doctor's gown 
by a fire." 

"A fire?" 

"It is only the first chill of autumn, but it is cold enough for Fetei of 
Stacia." 
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"But why do we talk of Peter of Stacia?" asked Francis in puzzle- 

merit. 

"HcistheguardianofthchouscatBologna. 

"Of the house at Bologna? And what arc you? ^J™*- 
"I would not agree .hat they should buy a ta And at .C 
astonishment or. Francis' face, he repeated he word. Yes bu a 
house! Of course, the excuse n> that our scholars would be better 
supervised if they lived in OW own house at the t uWVCBity. 

-Our scholars?" said Francis. "Are we Beued.etmes and Brothers of 
Dominic? And who put Peter of Stacia in your place? 

•■The new brethren," said .he old brother shamefacedly. They sad 
times had changed, and 1 could not chaiige w.th them. 

Brother Leonardo was shocked to sec how gnmly the face ofl lane* 
hardened. "We will go to this house of Peter of hnj J*»?- 

It was a fine stone house, elose to the university, and there was a 
hell which the old brother went up and rang triumphantly 1 he porta 
put his head out and sttd, "You vagabond, going off without pern.. 

^KSS-T .uperior.-saidthefriar.andthenl.estepH 
aside so as to reveal Francis with a trimnphant gesture. 

T tepocr recoiled as if he had sec,, a ghost, and .hen he „£■ 
the house, and still triumphant, the deposed supenor pushed Hie do* 
U„ ;„„! hade Francis welcome. As he had Mid. Peter of Stacu w, 
iUh e lnfo..ably by a fire reading a book Francs earner, .n„l 
, tchcd the look' from tin, and flung it on the floor and when ,M 
astonished Pete, went down on his knees. Francs htr-edteH 
upon hin. and strode ham the roam as ,f anger had ff«ntaw,* 
He went into the «fect«y, and now the word seemed o have run 
,„,ough the house, for all the brctnrcn were crowd.ng arotrnd an I 
in. ™ thei, knees, some crying with joy and some starmga^ 
,.a g d seen an apparition which they could yet hardly beta*. One of 
brethren whom Francis did not recognize *»«, "Welcome to , 

'Trancis looted at him as they knelt before him. "Every one of yon." 
be began quietly, "knows that you have sworn to own "«»'?* 
individual''- or collectively. What is this house you have bought l,kr 

*£?£*£ ap,»rcn..y recovered from his shock, for no, J 
stood in the doorway. "It is a house of studies. Brother Francs. 
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"It is a house of damnation," Francis' voice iosc. "It is a house that 
has been bought by traitors and perjurers. It is a house which every 
true brother of the* Friars Minor will flee from for peril of his sou3." 
Already Francis could see one or two or the brethren trying to speak, 
and yet not knowing quite how to begin. 

One of them spoke up at last "What do yon wish us to do, Brother 

Francis?" 

"I order even,- one of you who rcim mb< is liis VOW <sf obedience to 

leave this house instantlyl" 

Several of tlie brethren wen! out at once, and Francis saw the others 
Irmk at each other. Then fflOK went out, and then some of the GlSl 
uime back, carrying books or clothes. 

"So you have been collecting books and extra habits and mantles as 
well as houses," Francis shouted, and Hie guilty friars shrank from bis 
scorn. "If it is the Gospels, if it is your breviary or your Psalter, and you 
.ire priests, take it. If it is any book of fine-spun casuistry that wall gloss 
I he meaning of words so that a man may break his oath, leave it here 
with the father of lies to whom this house belongs." 

"But," said Peter off Stacia, "some of our brethren are old, and some 
:.resiclc" 

"It were better for them," said Francis, "to fall in the ditch and to 
be covered by the dust of the passing traffic than to abide an hour 
longer in this house!" And now Brother Leonardo saw that some of the 
brethren were hesitating, looking from Francis to Peter of Stacia. 

The face of the latter was white and rigid. 'This is God's work," he 
said, "and I, at least, will not give it up." 

"Then, Peter of Stacia," said Francis, "I consign you to the father 
of lies to whom you have dedicated yourself. You are anathema, and 
.ill who shall cleave to you; and the house in which you have put your 
faith will fall about your ears." And as the brethren shrank away, 
Francis turned upon them. "Any of you who wish to be saved wit hm 
the Order of the Friais M inor wiil follow me to the road!" And so most 
<>f them came, one or two limping on the arms off their brethren, one 
01 Iwo still clutching their precious books. As Brother Leonardo turned 
it the door, he saw tliat there were only a couple of the younger breth- 
rcn who remained with Peter of Stacia. He stood still in the doorway 
;is if frozen in honor, and even as they stood with him, the younger 
brethren shrank against the wall. But Francis never looked back. He 
ltd them to some caves in the wood outside Bologna. They were made 
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of great blocks of stone, and as they came near, one of the younger 
brethren oiled out, "Brother Francis, these are the tombs of old 
heathen, and the peasants have reported ghosts here! 

"You are safer with the dead," said Francis, "An with the hvmg 
heathen." And so they settled for the night, gathenng leaves and fallen 
brancl.es for a little softening of the hard ground and a fire to keep off 
the night chill. Leonardo saw that Francs was very bred. It was as it 
the flame of Lis wrath had died down and left h.m a fia.l little man, 
huddling in his hood from the cold. And Brother Leonardo wen out 
and in a field ncarhv he found some straw, and he brought il back and 
made a bed for Francis, and then he lay down on the earth beside h.r* 
When the younger nun awoke in the night he heard Ac : voice of 
Franeis praying, and he was afraid to ask him .f he were well; but in thO 
morning Francis told Brother Leonardo of the dream that had wakened 

h ' "i dreamed," he said, "that I was a little black hen and I spread my 
wings, and so many little chickens ran under them for shelter that 1 
knew that 1 was not big enough to cover them. It is a bigger wing I.;, i 
mine that is needed." And so he addressed the brethren, and he bade 
them build a little shelter for themselves out of fallen boughs, for the 
autumn winds had already been through the woods and to go out and 
beg for bread, and those who were able, to help the farmers in thO 
doning of the fields, and those who were not strong enough to beg or 
to work? then let them say their office, and pray for the other brethren 
as good friars should. 
''But what will become of usf* asked one of the older brethren of 

Brother I-conardo. J 

"Wc arc going to Rome," said Brother Leonardo; to see the 1 ope, 
he added. And although he knew it was foolish, he was pleased at tU 
awe in the older brother's face. i * -n-J 

But when they reached Rome, Francis refused to let Brother 
Leonardo ask the porter at the gate of the Latema to let them in. 

"The Pope is too busy to be troubled by such as us, sa.d Wane* 
"We will sit heic, and we will wait." 

But prcsentlv there was a great excitement at the door and a couple 
of the papal «rant$ came out, then a couple of clcr.es. 1- ranc.s stood 
up. And then a little old man in a white mantle came out, and Franc* 
recognizing the Pope, flung himself at his feet. . 

"It is you, Francis!" said Honorius, gestunng his guards talk, 
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"'Ilicy told mc you were dead." And then lie spoke to tlic priests 
iitmind him, and he said, "LX> you go along to the Cardinal's supper. I 
will see Francis first." lie sal down in 1 lie courtyard on the foundation 
iJ a pillar, and he bade Francis sit at his feet Ihollin I .uonnrdo stood 
mid watched. "He is a simple man," he tboughl |o liimaelf with won- 
der, "and lie really wants lo know whal Brother Francis has (o lell 
liiin." And a great awe came into I he soul «>( Brother Leonardo* for he 
Bw the Pope was listening ;isn uiitu to a man. 

"I did not tliitik yon would like what they are doing." said I l(»iiniins, 
w-illi the simplicity of I he very old, who. standing on the slime nf eter- 
nity, find already that the noises behind them are growing a little dim. 

"They told me you were dead, and this was a new lime, and new men 
must carry on. They arc always saying that to me, Brother Francis." 

Francis thought of his dream, and the old man looked so kind thai 
he told him of the littHc black hen and all the chickens his wings would 
not cover. Honorim chuckled sympathetically, and he said, "Brother 
Francis, you sound like a pope." But what Francis saw was the body 
Of the great Pope Innocent, lying loo long for liis short, gray habit. So 
lie turned to the living Pope and he said, "Holy Father, 1 need some- 
one who will give me siot privileges or indulgences, but somebody who 
will give me counsel where a wiser head than mine is needed." 

"Again you sound like a pope. But all the religious orders have their 
protectors. Whom do you want?" 

"The Cardinal of Ostia has always been kind to us, even to laying 
tside his robes and putting on our habit to come to our Chapter." 

"Then," said the Pope, "1 will appoint the Cardinal of Ostia your 
protector." And he called one of his secretaries to him and lie bade liim 
make out the letter to the Cardinal of Ostia. Francis did not wait for 
l lie parchment, but as if suddenly he had found all his strength again, 
lie took Brother Leonardo's hand, and he hurried to Ugolino's palace. 

When the Cardinal saw who it was who had pushed into his pres- 
ence, he said, "It is a joy to see you, Francis, but you know too much 
of Ih is world to need me to tell you that when the dead revisit their 
houses, it is a mixed welcome they find." 

"Bui I shall have the benefiJ of your wisdom now," said Francis, "for 
I lie Pope has .given you to us for our protector and our adviser." 

Again, the Cardinal shook his head, and this time tic smiled. "Oh, 
I trot her Francis, 1 have been adviser to too many men too long not to 
know that when a man asks for advice, he wauls to be told Ihat he is 
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rights and (Lai lie should do what he wants to do. And now tell ma 
Francis, what would you do?" 

"Tlie will of God," said Francis, "wholly and perfectly." 

The Cardinal looked at him with (hat long, quiet look that Franrii 
had always found more challenging I han any objection. "That is a laige 
order," he said. "Are you sure you know what the will of God is?" 

Francis looked astonished, and then he remembered that the Cardi- 
nal of Ostia, who gave counsel to the aging Pope, must have many 
Ihiugs on his mind; so he smiled deprecatingly, "For the world, or the 
Church, no," he answered, "but for myself and for those whom God 
has confided to my care, 1 am sure." 

"Then," said the Cardinal, "let us call a Chapter at the Portiuncula 
without delay, and do you set down in a new rule wliat it is vou limit 
that will is." 

"A rule?" .said Francis doubtfully. 

"A rule," said the Cardinal firmly. "With all these new constitution* 
and all these arguments as to what Hie Rule means, we need to havo 
something clear to present to the Cliap-tcr that all the men who aie 
arguing may know where they stand." 

So Francis set about making the new rule at once. At first he worked 
very swiftly with a little preamble in wliieh he renewed the dedication 
of Ms brethren to poverty and the direct realization of Christ's gospel 
among the poor. But when, later in the day, one of the Cardinal's 
secretaries brought in to him a copy of the Constitutions which the 
Vicars had promulgated while he was away, lie grew first so angry* and 
then so weary that the Cardinal commanded him to give up the 
attempt for the present and to conic with him for a rest. It was to 
the little hermitage of Fonte-Colombo that the Cardinal took his 
troubled guest, high up iu the mountains above the valley of Ricti, 
with only the cries of the birds and the chanting of the Office to break 
the stillness- Here Ugolino stayed for a few clays in a room as bare and 
plain as Francis' own. And when Francis told him that he could make 
no sense of these Constitutions, that he could sec no way in which he 
could bring them into relationship with his rule, the Cardinal sympa- 
thetically suggested that Francis take the next mouth or so for rest and 
prayer and then try again, with any of the brethren whom he wished lo 
help him with his task. 

"Of course, I should like l*o best," said Francis. 

But the Cardinal shook his head. "From what I liave heard, lie 
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would not find it any easier than you lo make any sense of what has 
happened. How about Peter Catami?" 

"He would know wlial Ihcy are talking about, I suppose," said 
Francis. 

liut by the time the Cardinal's message could n.u h l In- Pmliimcula. 
Peter Catanii was dying, and everybody had agreed lo obey 1'llisis. The 
latter reminded tlic Cardinal that there was a young convert of his 
whom Francis knew and liked for his modesty, whom he would be 
glad to send to Francis to see if he might help. Hie Cardinal had liked 
I he young man when Ellas brought him to sec him on Ins way bo Syria. 

I ''.lias had said that Caesar of Speycr was the most promising young 

friar lie had seen in a long time, and the Cardinal had agreed with hiin. 
Francis had liked hiin in Syria, too. He had been modest and tireless, 
t hough he had clung lo Klias 1 ike a sha dow, and made Francis yearn for 
t he primitive freedom of the young man. Now when he sat down with 
i lie Constitutions and th« Rule, lie was quick enough to disentangle 
t he issues, and it seemed to Francis that he saw through all the subter- 
fuges and the equivocations and the evasions. But it seemed to Francis, 
also, that he was timid when it came to meeting the issues, and then 
too late Francis remembered something else which Klias had told him: 
he had been a very powerful preacher for one so vonng, Klias had said, 
and he had preached the Crusade in Germany with great effectiveness. 
When he heard that, Francis had been frightened, and then seeing the 
voung man conic and report humbly on an errand on which Klias had 
Bent him, Francis was reassured. "He seems content to keep silent 
here," he said. 

"Yes," said Klias. "He is a child whose fingers have been burnt by 
the fire." Elias had gone on to explain what he meant. Men said that 
the voice of Caesar of Speyer as he called upon the throngs crowding 
his pulpit to forcsake the world and to redeem themselves in rescuing 
the holy places had run like fire through dry stubble, and great hosls, 
particularly of the young, had taken the cross from his hands. 

At that Francis had shaken his head with pity. "It is hard for the 
yreat preacher not to be moved to vanity." 

"It was not that. It was something very different." Caesar had never 
lost his head, but when one boatload containing some of the young 
men of the noblest families in Germany was at sea off Venice, slavers 
had waylaid it, and seized the boat, and sold these young men in the 
slave markets on the inaccessible Arabian peninsula. Another boat 
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lirul "been wrecked in a storm and all lost. And another boatload lml 
arrived just in time for a Saracen assault on the port, fluid nuny had 
been killed. Tlic great lords who had been loath enough to sec their 
lieirs march off to glory were mad with anger and grief at this series of 
disasters, and Caesar hail had to flee for his life. It was then that Elias 
had met him, and the Order of the Friars Minor had seemed a refuge 
from a world in which he could hope to do no more. So now it seemed 
to Francis that although lie saw the issues clearly enough, he was loath 
to meet them directly. I le was quite willing to put into the rule the 
Scriptural direction against taking purse or scrip for a journey, but lie 
was unwilling to put in llu definitive gloss that this meant that no friar 
could ever have money or any provisions of food and clothing beyond 
the immediate need. Furthermore it seemed to Francis that lie was 
always trying in reconcile what could not be reconciled, and that tlic 
end would he a statement wliich different men could take in different 
ways, witl) each claiming; the authority of the Rule. 

But when Francis conBdcd his fears to Ugolino, the latter reminded 
him of I he time when he had wanted no rule whatever in order that 
the movement of the spirit might he free and unconfincd. Then Fran- 
cis, in his turn, reminded the Cardinal that that was a time long be 

fore any evil spirits had got into the Order, and one could trust the 
spirit. Then the Cardinal asked him if that was not true of the Gospels 
in general. At that, Francis looked so discouraged that Ugolino re> 
pcnled and ;idmiltcd at once that although this was a difficulty which 
men had faced for centuries, it did not mean that they gave up the 

attempt to realize the Gospel pattern of life. 

So Francis tried ajpin to make Caesar of Spcycr understand that the 
men who had written the Constitutions were actually confining the 
free spirit of: love of poverty and were making the life of the I'rinn 
Minor something narrower and more restricted with petty rules. But 
soon he saw that although Caesar understood all this, it did not seem 
to him important; so Francis gave up the battle. He was weary iigdil'l, 
and he was homesick for the Portiuncula. Surelv there, he thought 
wistfully, there will be men who will know what I mean without mv 
having to explain it. And here to his relief both Caesar and Ugolino 
agreed. What they had, said the Cardinal, was clear enough, and what 
was needed by the Friars was tlic influence of Francis, his presence 
among them. And Caesar seconded this, adding that the younger 
brethren, who had never had a chance to see Francis, would feel when 
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Ilicy looked on his face lhat they had, indeed, seen at last the meaning 

of what they had undertaken. 

When they were as yet some miles from the I'nrliunciila, Leo and 
Giles came out to meet them, and Caesar, with the quickness of per- 
ception even of what he did not always understand, which had aston- 
ished Francis, hastened to say thai he would go ahead and lielp Brother 
Elias make ready for Francis. Francis saw the cloud nunc over Ihc 

faces of Leo and Giles at the mention of Brother Elian' name, but 

they were obviously relieved la sec Caesar go, taking Brother lllumi- 
nnto with him. Happily, Brother Giles took the bridle of the ass on 
which Francis rode, and Brother Leo walked at his side. "Brotba 
Elias," said Leo stiffly, "charged me to convey to you his rcgrcl that 
business would not let him come out to meet you." 

"Business!" repeated Francis with distaste, and then he smiled at 
\xo. "At least it leaves us free for a visit with good conscience." 

"I bring you greetings, too, from Sister Clare," said Leo, and now 
the cloud lifted from his face. 'There at San Damiano,. Francis, you 
will find all things as you would have them. It is as if time had stood 
si ill." 

"And Brother Peter?" asked Francis. But he knew the answer from 
the look on Brother Leo's face, and he reached For his hand. Presently 
Leo could speak, "They have "buried him there, close to the wall of 
the church, and Elias has put up a stone above him." 

"Brother Elias still likes stories, doesn't he?" And then seeing the 
scowl return to Leo's usually serene face, Francis put his hand on the 
arm that held the bridle. "Let us give thanks that Brother Peter com- 
pleted his life as a true brother should." 

"It is very wonderful," said I.eo, some of the old light coming back 
to his face, "in spite of Elias' stone. The sick come there, and they 
kneel down, and they pray." 

"No offerings!" said Francis sharply. 

Brother Leo smiled. "Only flowers and berries, and the things 
country people bring. Sometimes the grave is heaped high with ber- 
ries, and the birds come and peck at them. One day a squirrel was on 
lop of the stone when Brother Elias was passing by, and I heard him 
say that they must move the grave inside the church when they had 
room." 

"Brother Peter would not like lhat." 
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"A lot Brother Elias would care!" said Leo somberly. "It will Ih.iI 
many sore hearts to see you, Francis." 

"I know/' said Francis, "I have been away too long. But hasn't 
Brother Elias begun to repair the damage and cleanse the temple?" 

"Brother Peter had begun to do that," said Leo, "as fast as Brolhci 
Elias would let him, that is- But now that Elias has things in Ins own 
hands . - ." 

"But surely be will do as he promised mc." 

Brother Leo shrugged his shoulders, and he looked with pity a\ lift 
friend For the first time Brother Giles spoke. "Brother Elias liai 
certainly taken everything into his hands. " 

But Leo shook his head. Those who arc faithful to you. Brother 
Francis, they tremble before the face of Elias. lie lias said nothing yd," 
he added, "that one can point to and say 'This is a betrayal,' bill good 
men arc fearful. And Ihosc who would destroy all, they walk with eve ■ 
more confidence." 

"I le will prove a proud man in the end," said Giles. 

"God only knows what any of tis will prove in the end," said 
Francis sadly, and both men fell silent at his rebuke. But it went to 
Francis' heart that these two old friends of his had suffered such worry 
because of him. Then he bade them stop. "I must not come riding into 
tlie Porthincub as if I were a bishop. So, Brolher Giles," he said, "you 
take the ass on to rest it for Ugolino's next messenger, and I will coine 
back with Brother Leo as a good friar should, on my feet." And thil 
he insisted on doing in spite of all the protests of his companions. 

Then when Giles bad gone on, Francis laughed and patted the arm 
whicb Leo had insisted he take. "How often have wc taken this road, 
weary and hungry?" 

"I should have brought food," said Leo, "but I was so excited at the 
thought of seeing you." 

"You came out without provision as a good friar should," said Fran- 
cis, "and in that is liappiness beyond anything that the others can eu-i 
know." 

"It is joy simplv to see your face again," said Leo. 

For answer, Francis pressed the ami on whicb lie was leaning. Then 
he asked soberly, "But I ell me, Brother Leo, what would be perfect 
joy?" 

"Perfect joy," answered Leo at once, "would be to have ail the breth- 
ren come out in peace and in one mind and fall down on their Inees 
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I iff ore von and promise I hat never will they again depart (mum wli.il 
■.cm have taught them." 

"That would l>e ;i great j">v." said Francis soberly, "more even lli.in 
I think wc have any right t" ask. Hui Mine is a joy greater than that, 
Brother Leo. Can you not guess it?" 

"When all this is over," said Brother U<> thoughtfully, "and we 
have all met together in heaven—if we all gel l«> heaven," he added. 

"That," said Francis sharply, "is for. the QQXl world, But for this?" 

"For this," said I,co wondcringly, "what would he greater than that 
tilings should be as they were when you and I in (lie old days tame- 
home along this road?" 

"No, there is a greater joy," said Francis, "and 1 will Icll you thai, 
little lamb of God." At the old jest on his name, I-co smiled wistfully. 
"1 will tell you, Brother Leo, what would be perfect joy. If we two, 
weary and dusty and hungry, and not too sure of the welcome we shall 
have from all our brethren, should come up to the Portiuncula and! 
should knock at the door and the porter should say 'Who are you? 
I know you not,' and then when wc ask him to go and find somebody 
who knows us, he should begin to beat us and to call us vile names. 
And then when the others come they should look upon us, and say, 
'They are but distu iters of our peace, these two,' and should beat us 
and throw us out in to the cold of the night, hungry, then little brother 
lion of God," said Francis, and as he paused, Leo looked at hiin in 
bewilderment, "oh, then, if we should kneel down in the dust of the 
io;?d and lif( up our cold hands and our famished voices and give 
thanks to God for all this we have received, for the vile names and the 
buffeting and the refusal of the fellowship of our brethren. If then 
wc should give thanks to God and say that all this is well because it 
could only have happened with His will, that. Oh, Brother I,co, would 
he perfect joy!" 

For a moment Leo stood there, looking at him. Then lie dropped 
Francis' arm, and he knelt down in the dust, and he clung to his feet, 
and, weeping, he cried, "Forgive me, Francis, for !, too, have betrayed 
you!" 

But Francis embraced him, weeping happily, and he said, "This, 
loo, is perfect jov, when we kneel down and tell God tliat of ourselves 
wc arc nothing, and one thing only matters: that I lis will should be 
whollv fulfilled in us," 



V: TiicW'oiimkof Christ 



"A dead man does not resist," said Francis to Leo. Outside the door 
of the hermitage of the Carceri, the Cardinal of Ostia's messenger was 
waiting, and the Cardinal's letter lay on the tabic before tliem. It was 
March now, and there was little enough time, as the Cardinal's letter 
pointed out, if they were to have the Rule ready for the Chapter in 
May. Leo watched Francis. "Another rule!" he had said scornfully 
when Francis had shown him Ugolino's letter. 

"Another rule," Francis had repeated wearily. 

"You are too ill to make that long journey to Rome." 

But Francis shook his head. "You can draw a dead man by the heels, 
and he will not cry out. Yon can set him in a cliair, and he will not 
arise and leave— such is the obedience a man owes to his superior." 
And the heart of Leo sickened, for he could still hear the voice of the 
young Francis, crying out joyously, "Obedience is love's free offering, 
and it frees love's heart." 

But Francis went to the door of the cave, and he looted out over the 
plain. The spring was coming now. The fields were green, and there 
was a gash of white blossom in the soft gray-green of the olives on the 
hills opposite. And there was the freshness of the spring in the breeze, 
and in the sound of the little waterfall behind him, and in the light 
on the river below. But it was not just the pain in his eyes that lay like 

22» 
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;i film over it all; it was the emptiness within him. "The beauty of the 
world is ashes between my teeth," he said to himself. He was not only 
dead, but he was empty, and he could not remember any longer haw 
it felt to thrill to the world's awakening. 

It would be two years in August since the world had died for him, 
tic had known it when he came back to the Portiuncula, and the 
brethren came out with lights to meet him, and knelt down and kissed 
his hands, and sang the Tc Deum in the little church, and then all 
stood around, waiting. There were so many of them, he thought, but 
it seemed to liim that when he looked into their faces, most of them 
were quite empty. And it seemed to him that the emptiness of those 
faces was the echo of the emptiness within his own heart as he looked 
upon them. 

When the Chapter met. Brother Elias had knelt down and Inkl 
asked him to address the Chapter, and he could not find the voice. It 
was not the chill that came after the fever, the weakness that unstrung 
his limbs; rather it was that there was no fire within him. His chest 
and liis throat were dry like a bellows that had collapsed and stuck 
with the dust of the rotten leather. So he had sat at Elias' feet, and 
lie had listened to the reading of the new rule which he had brought 
from Home. When, now and then, the tense voices broke through t he 
veil that now seemed to lie over his ears as well as his eyes, the voices 
that said that times are not now as they were, and you cannot govern 
ten thousand men as you did ten, and this is the way the other orders 
do it, Francis would twitch Brother Elias' robe, and no matter what 
lie was saving or doing. Brother Elias would stop, and he would put 
his head down to Brother Francis, and he would listen tc- his hoarse 
whispering, and then he would arise, and lie would shout, "Thus 
Brother Francis would say." Ko one could have been more faithful than 
Brother Elias in repeating what Francis had said to him,, but he al- 
ways shouted so that what had Francis spoken would have blown like 
a breeze through the vast audience before them, moving all hearty 
now sccincd rather like a stone hurled against an absolutely unyielding 
wall. Presently, Francis grew too tired to follow all the entanglements 
of the argument. 

In the end they agreed to adopt the new rule, but to Francis the 
final vote seemed merely an empty formality- The brethren like I ,co 
who remained faithful would rejoice in the reiteration of the injunc- 
tions of poverty, and the other brethren would return to devising fresh 
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methods of circumvention. Francis was tired, and he knew he was 

tired, but lie was not prepared to find, as he did, that when he tinned 
from the rulemaking and the reorganization to plana for Hie future, 
there was no return of the old warmth of anticipation, The Chapter 
liad approved his mlc for the Third Older. The expected objections 
bad been raised. There were bishops who said that lay people were lay 
people, and they should not try to live like monks in the stale to which 
Cod bad called llicm. There were lords who had objected lh.it to re- 
lease the Tcrtiarics from the oath to their lord, if llic loril should bid 
them fight against the Tope and against their consciences, was to dis- 
solve the bonds of society. There were even one ot two in the faml 
rows before Francis who muttered, "Rome certainly knew what they 
were doing there!" But they had approved the rule in the end. and the 
promise that Francis had made long ago to the people of Cannara— 
tliat if they remained quietly in their village and perfoniicd their ac- 
customed duty, he would make provision for them, too— was dis- 
charged. And Luchesio spoke eloquently of bow the Third Order was 
spreading all over Italy, with whole villages living as if it were the 
time of the Apostles again, and the bystanders saying again, "How 
1 1 ley love one another!" 

But the future was taken away from Francis, and though Luchesio 
and his wife came up and kissed his hands with shining eyes, Francis 
could hardly bring to his lips the smile that once, it seemed, never 
left them. Then he had allowed Leo and Giles and Sister Claic to 
l>ersuade hirn that he was ill, and he had gone off to one of the little 
hennitages in the mountains. But it seemed to him that though his 
lips moved, the prayer never came from the heart, and that answering 
fire never wanned the chill. And when some of his old brethren came 
to him to complain of their sufferings and to tell him of the evil 
done by the falleu-away and to beg him to lead them out of the Order 
that they might live apart, Francis was too horrified and too exhausted 
even to argue with them. So he fled with Leo and Giles to another 
hermitage higher up in the mountains and more difficult to reach. But 
from himself he could not flee, and from the despair that lay heavier 
than any mountain on his whole being. 

Now the return of the spring mocked him, for there was no spring, 
no burgeoning in his heart. The beauty of the world reproached him, 
for he had had a life in his hands, the gift of God, and he had flung it 
away, and the end had been nothingness. Then it seemed to him as 
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if Iris whole being were falling apart. There was no purpose to his des- 
olate days, nor could he remember that there had ever been. True, lit- 
pulled himself together to listen to the complaints of his brethren. 
But he had nothing to say to tlieni; all he could do was shudder at the 
honor of what they suggested. Now came the voice of authority. II 
seemed to hiin (hat if he did not answer, he would be blown away as 
one who Iiad never really lxxrn. So he back Leo write simply that lie 
would obey. 

But not even Rome could stir the ashes of desolation within his 
spirit. The pilgrims were still coining singing into the city, but Francis 
felt that he was a leaf borne along on a stream over which he had no 
control. So when he sat down to worlc on the Rule in the chamber 
which Ugoliiio had given him in his own palace, he turned to the 
Gospels. "There is no good thing in me," he said to Leo. "And a father 
cannot give his children a stone far bread; so let us turn to where wc 
know the good wheat is." And leafing through the Gospels, he bade 
Leo write as he read. "For if they will not listen to me," he said, "they 
may perhaps listen to Christ." 

But when he handed his work to the Cardinal, Ugolino shook his 
head and said, "This is no rule. This is jnst a collection of texts of 
Scripture, and Ihcy will say, 'We have heard all that before. It is read 
in the Gospel in every parish church in Christendom/ " 

"They hear, but do they listen?" 

"You . . . need no doctor to answer that question." 

So Francis sat down again with Brother Leo, "I will make them 
listen," he said, and now lie began to dictate, his breath coming fast. 
He told the brethren that these were the words of life, and the soul 
and heart of tliem was love, God's love; that it was that love that had 
created the universe and kept it alive. And that love was what warmed 
and filled the heart of men, and all the material things to which met! 
trusted in their follv were powerless to touch that heart; but where 
love was, the ample road opened to paradise, no matter how straitened 
or dusty the path. For the first time in months it seemed to Francis 
that his spirit had taken wing again. Though the sweat gleamed on 
the brow of Leo as he strove to keep up with him, there was a light in 
h is eye as he looked to him for the next word. 

But Ugoliiio threw up his hands in despair when he read the result. 
"This," said he, "is poetry. You may give it to the brethren to sing in' 
their choir like a canticle, but when men say, This is according to 
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the Rule, and this is against the Rule, and do yon judge between us,' 

what is there here that I qui poinl to?" 

'flic fire died down in ihc embers <•! Francis' heart, and Hie bitter- 
ness deepened in llic face of Leo, and U^oliiio vml. "Let me have thai 
copy of the Rule of two yean ago, ami f will •< t whal I ran do With it." 

Aconple of days later tin- Cardinal sent for Francis and Leo. "Von 
will see," lie said, spreading the parchment oul lor Brothei Leo ir> 
read, since Francis' eyes were bothering him sorely these days, "yoa 
will see that I have kept llic gist of what you want, but; *>■( course, i've 
had to cut down on the text; and this is not poetry. This is law." 

"Which the canon lawyers may bake and twist to soil their inten- 
tions," ssaid Leo bitterly, when tine Cardinal Wad lcfl them. Hu I Francis 
rebuked him and bade hum lead. There was nothing to which Francis 
could object in what Ugolino had written, but he had left out all the 
spirit of it, so that what he read was as empty of all Light and color as 
the heart of Francis himself. Leo looked imploringly at him when he 
had finished, but Francis said simply, "We will go back to the Portiun- 
cula." And it seemed to Leo that Francis said tins as if returning to 
(hat loved home were going to the Judgment. 

But when they came to Assisi, Francis insisted that they turn aside 
from the road that led down to the Portiuncnla in Ihe plain, and rake 
the road to San IDamiano. The old church was quite empty when they 
reached it, and Francis and Leo went in and knell down in front of 
the crucifix, and Francis thought to himself, "Here is where God 
spoke to me, and here I shall ask Him foi help tliat what I began here 
may be completed." And then he thought of the Chapter that would 
begin in a week, and of the Rule that he must deliver to Elias that 
night, and the face of Elias rose, inscrutable as always, before his eyes. 
Then deep within his spirit a voice spoke, not the voice that he had 
heard at San Oamiano, and not the voice that be had heard in Rome. 
It was a quieter voice, low within the depths of his own spirit. "Francis, 
why are you SO troubled about your Order? Have you forgot ten who 
is its head?" And Francis slood up, and he looked) at Leo, and he said, 
"1 shall give the Order back to God, and I will concern myself no more 
with any rule. I shall only pray. I shall attempt nothing but what T 
can do by prayer and by example." 

But Leo looked so desolate at his words that Francis yearned to say 

something that would give him comfort, and he could not. hi his 
great helplessness he knelt down again, and he looked up at the face 
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mi Ihc crucifix, and it seemed to him that it was incredibly remote, 
(iirlliL-r away even than the youth he had be«l when he had looked up 
at it first, and he fell on his face before the crucifix, and he stretched 
out his lui nds, and he gave up every effort even a t prayer. And then the 
voice spoke clearly within his spirit, "Oh, Francis, little man of little 
faith, if you had but the faith of a grain of mustard seed, you could 
lift even this mountain from your heart." 
"What is this mountain?" 

And the voice said, "It is the mount of temptation." 
Francis looked up at the remote sadness of the cruci&x, and he Said 
very simply, "Lord, let it be as Yon will." Then he arose, and he smiled 
at Leo, and he said, "Little lamb, little lion, of God, let us go and sec 
what the Gospels have to say to us." So Francis opened the book of 
the Gospels OH the altar, and Leo read the text, "My Father, if it be 
possible, let tin's chalice pass from me. Nevertheless not as I will, but 
as Thou wilt." And again Francis opened the book and again Leo read, 
" \1\ Cod, my God, why hast thou forsaken me?" And for a third time 
Francis opened and Leo read,. "And Jesus, crying with a loud voice, 
said: Father, into Thy hands I commend my spirit. And saying this, 
he gave up the ghost." Then Francis kissed the book of the Gospels, 
and he laid it back on the altar, and taking Brother I-eo's hand, asked 
him, "Is the tenant greater than the master? Should we who arc the 
heirs of Christ's passion ask for anything but His prayer, that the will 
of God may Ix: wholly fulfilled in us?" And for the first time in many 
months, he 1«$in to sing softly as they went out into the falling dusk. 



At first Brother I -co and Brother Bernard and the rest of Francis' 
oldest companions were in despair because Francis paid so little at- 
tention to the discussion of the Rule at that Chapter of May, 1221. 
They knew he was ill, too ill m nth of the time to fol low the arguments, 
too weary even to pay much attention to what the brethren who 
crowded around him for liu blessing said to him. But it was not thai 
which troubled them. It was that Francis made so little of all the pro- 
ceedings. It seemed to Brother I -co and Brother Bernard that the 
Rule was being gutted by the amendments and the glosses which 
friar after friar proposed. And yet when they spoke to Francis about it, 
he seemed quite indifferent, as if all this were basically irrelevant to any 
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purpose oHuY They were I hankf nl I hat hisdOSpaJI had lifted, but I hey 
could not understand tl«c composure with which lit- seemed i<» con 
template the wreckage of all that be bad labored i"i i Ince Brothei 
Leo tried to put somePhiiic: of this into words, bul Francis only 
smiled at him. "It is in the hands of God," he said. "In whal betlei 
hands could it be, little Biolhci Uon?" 

Leo was forced to leave it ui that, but when the auminei heal had 

yielded to the autumn chill, and Francis KCOied to have recovered 
something of his strength, Leo asked liim il he had thought whal 

message he should give for the brethren who were going l«> see I igoliiin 
at Rome about the revised rule. 

Francis seemed surprised. "But I am taking it to Rome, myself." 
And when Leo exclaimed in surprise, lie explained, "Brother Elias told 
me that he wished nic to do it." 

On the journey to Rome Brother Leo and Brother Bernard again 
t tied lo talk to Francis about the Rule, but ho shook his had, and with 
something like his old smile, he asked, "I lave you forgotten, rny bretli- 
rcn, how little Christ Our Lord talked of rules? It was what lie did 
that tells us His intention." And then he added, as if the idea had come 
to him for the first time, "And it was the stories He told, those half- 
way houses between theory and action in which so many of our preael i- 
crs take up their dwelling. It takes more than a rule to bring Him in 
ourmids* and to make people see Him in action among them." 

With that they had to be content. But Ugolino was surprised, too. 
He had looked over the Rule, and its lack of any structure bothered 
him. 

"It is like that medley of huts of yours at the Portiuncula," he had 
said to Francis. 

"That medley of huts," began Brother Leo angrily, but Francis 
smiled at Ugolino. 

"That medley of huts, my lord, I've heard you yourself say, houses 
I he nearest thing in Umbria to the life of Our Lord on earlli." 

"And that 1 still say," said Ugolino. "But that has nothing to do 
with a rule that will tell men how they may build that life in all sorts 
of very different places." 

"Or how they may tear it down," said Leo bitterly. 

"Men die in huts," said Francis, stubbornly, "unless there is air in 
them." 

"Do you think," said Ugolino, "I would liavc taken all this trouble 
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if I had not known that?" And Francis said no more, lie made no 
protest cither when Ugolino told him thai there was a chamber in 
his palace for liim and his brethren, and a place (or them ill his own 
tabic- Bernard and Ieo looked at each other, but they said nothing. 
"How silent wc arc becoming!" said Leo to himself, and he wa* 
astonished to find that Francis was humming one of his little French 
tunes as he went out the door. "lie has quite given up the fight/' said 
Leo to Bernard, and Bernard shrugged his shoulders helplessly. But 
the next morning neither Bernard nor Leo could find Francis. They 
even went into the Lateran Church and then to St. Peter's, but he 
was not there. They were surprised, therefore, when Ugolino and his 
guests had taken their places at the long table for dinner to see Francis 
come in the door. It happened that a couple of the Cardinal's most 
distinguished guests, an ambassador from the King of Aragon and an 
ambassador from the Emperor, were sitting opposite the door, and 
one of them recognized Francis, and they rose and beckoned to him 
to come and sit with them. Again, his old friends were astonished tliat 
Francis made no objection; but with a polite bow to the Cardinal at 
the head of the table and a bow to them, he came and sat down be- 
tween the great men, while the servants ran to get him food- 
Lea and Bernard looked at each other, and then, Leo looked back 
in time to see Francis take from his dusty frock, which made him look 
like a real beggar among the fine woolens and silks of his companions, 
something he could not see, and put it on the table. Bernard and I ca 
were sitting far down the table, but even so Leo, standing up for .1 
moment, could see that it was some crusts of black bread that Francif 
had laid an the table. "He is going to eat them and not the fine food 
they arc bringing," said Leo with excitement. And then Ins heart 
leaped up, for Francis with grave couEtesy was offering his crusts oJ 
bread to the great men around him. Bernard stood up to see, too, and 
as he did so, others rose until the whole table was watching, but tin- 
great men to whom Francis offered the crusts of hard black peasant 
bread accepted them gravely, and broke off pieces and began to eat 
them. Astonished, I.co watched them, but Francis solemnly said grace 
over his share of the fragments and then began to cat. The servants 
stood behind him holding a silver dish, not knowing what to do. 
Francis felt them behind him, and he turned and looked, and then he 
pushed his scraps to the edge of the linen cloth in front of him so 
that they might set the dish on the table. Me made no effort to touch 
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it but went on talking in perfect ease with the great men beside Iiim. 
and the whole table resumed eating. Leo stood still, however, and 
watched, and now lie saw lliat the men with whom Francis was talking 
had quietly put the scraps of bread away in their purses as if they were 
something precious. 

"They will keep Ihcm as iclics of him," thought Leo, and he sat 
down with a strange sense of reassurance. 

But at the end of the meal Cardinal Ugolhirt came up to Francis. 
"Brother Francis, you have shamed mc before all niv ffuesb). Hid you 
mean to say that you could not trust me to Gad you the Eood you 
needed in this big house of mine?" 

But Francis shook Jus head, "No, my lord, You know I would never 
intentionally cast any shame on your hospitality, which all men know 
is free. But my brethren, too many of them, have grown too proud to 
beg, and they say My Lady Courtesy will not allow them to turn away 
from the banquets of the rich. I am a poor unlettered man, my lord. 
No one knows belter than yon how rude an answer I should make when 
the doctors at Paris and Bologna speak, But 1 can show them what 1 do 
not want them to forget, and men remember the gesture when they 
have forgotten the words." 

Fox a moment Ugolino stood there looking at him, Then he said, 
"You know what you have to do>. Far be it from me ever to tell you 
that" 

Before they left Rome, Francis reminded him of that. Ugolino had 
offered him the Rule a little apologetically. "It isn't so much that I 
have changed it," he said, "as that 1 have tied up some of the loose 
ends." Ugolino saw the faces of Leo and Bernard tighten, but Francis 
seemed uninterested, 

"It is not of that, my lord, that I want to speak before I leave, or 
perhaps father it is of that. In the beginning you remember what I 
told you: that it seemed to mc the tiling the world most needed was to 
sec Christ come again, here and now, in Umbria, and even here in 
Rome." 

"You need hardly remind me of that, Brother Francis/' said the 
Cardinal. "That is the heart of what we are all about." 

"Yes, but so much of what we <lo veils it, I thinlc." And then he told 
the Cardinal of the church at Bethlehem and the golden crib. 

"I low long do you think a wooden stall would stand?"askcd Ugolino 
when he had finished. 
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Francis corrected him hastily. "It isn't the church that: I object to," 
lie said, "in itself, nor even the golden crib. But it docs not remind ma i 
of what they forget so easily: that Our Lord came into the cold arid 
hunger and pain of out human Frailty when He came to Bethlehem," 

"How do yon propose to do il?" 

And then Francis told him. The Cardinal looked at him thought- 
fully. "You would not do this instead] of the Christmas Mass?" 

"Of course not," said Francis. "The Christinas Mass docs it more 
directly; it docs it over again. This is just to remind people of what I hey 
have seen." 

"I can sec no harm in it," said Ugolino. "1 am sure the Pope will 
not." 

"Then that is settled," said Francis, and Ugolino smiled with affec- 
tionate amusement. This was one of the easy thin gs about dealing with 
Francis. Yon need never worry about his pestering you for a parchment 
with a heavy seal to exhibit in the treasure of his house like most of the 
ecclesiastical officials with whom Ugolino dealt. Now he even declined! 
a copy of the Rule which Ugolino had approved. 

"You can give it to one of your men," he said, "to take to the 
Portinncnla when next you send somebody to Assist" 

Leo and Bernard said nothing to that until thev had passed the 
northern gate of Rome. Then Bernard seized Francis' arm. "If not to 
the Poitiimctila, then where do we go?" 

Francis stopped and faced his companions. 

"Bernard, do you remember G iova nni Vclita, the Lord of Crcccio?" 

Bernard blinked. He had been too much absorbed hi thinking of 
Elias and the others at llie Portiuncula. "It was a long time ago — " he 
fenced for time to remember. 

"You remember," said Francis, "he was a great knight, and he threw 
his arms away to do penance for his violence." 

"There were so many in those days," said Leo with a sigh. 

"There arc even more now," said Bernard; "that is the trouble." 

But Francis shook his head, "lie has proved a good brother of ours," 

"Oh, I know now," said Leo. "lie wanted to build the brethren a 
house, and all the town applauded, and said they would have the house 
in the middle of the town that they mi^ht not forget, and you said, 'Let 
God decide.' And they gave a child a torch to fling, and it winged cleat 
over the valley and fell on the hillside opposite the town, up on the 
bare rocks where they had to hollow uut the hillside to get a perch." 
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"We will go there," said Francis. "Thcic we shall keep Christmas." 

It was a steep climb. Brother Ieo thought, (or :i sick man. But 
Francis' eyes were shining, and Brother Lt0 knew Hint DOW lie had 
found something th:it was his to do. 

When they reached the collection of huts clinging to the bare stone 
hillside, Francis told I lie I. end of Grcccio, who was DOW the guardian of 
the little convent, lli.il he wished him lo build a shelter of boughs hi 
the clearing among the oaks and (he ilex trees, above their house. And 
when the shelter of boughs was built, Fxancil asked him to get a 
wooden manger from one of tlic fanners, :md an ox mid :ui ass to place 
there with straw in a comer of the shelter, and then to tale there the 
portable altar from I lie chapel, and let the people of the neighborhood 
ki low that the Christmas Mass would be said on the mountain. 

"It is a -steep way for some of them to conic," said the friar who had 
been Lord of Grcccio, doubtfully. 

"They are good people. They will come," said Francis. "They will 
know that the old Christmas carols that they sing in their village will 
lighten their climb." 

At first tliat night Brother Leo thought that a swarm of fireflies was 
dancing tip the winter mountainside, and then he saw the flashes 
lengthen into flares, and he heard the voices of the people coming np 
llic mountainside and through the wood singing. When tliey reached 
the mountain top, it was as light as day, and the gold embroidery on 
the white vestments of the priest shone in the light. The former 
chaplain of the Lord of Grcccio was a large man and a splendid figure 
in the festal robes of Christmas, so that Francis serving as deacon 
looked very small and frail beside him— much like the liny ass beside 
the great ox which had been tethered in the corner of the shed with 
the hay and the manger between. All through the Christmas Mass the 
ok watched the lights with its large limpid eyes and the ass with its 
gleaming teeth, and then at the end of the Mass Francis read in the 
dialect of the countryside the Gospel of the Mass. His voice rang out 
sweet and strong, and its tenderness glowed through all the assembly. 
It seemed to Leo and to Bernard that he was young once more, as he 
told the congregation that it was on just such a night as this in just 
such a simple and everyday setting among people like themselves that 
llie Creator of the whole universe had laid aside His majesty for the 
weakness of a child. And His mother brought him forth, "even as many 
of you have brought forth your first-bom child, and she laid Hiin there 
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in .he straw in the manger with only the breath of the ox and the M 
to keep Him warm, and ha love." And as he spoke, Franc, turned h i 

the mangel, and he knelt down beside it and cried out with a voice thai 
went like a bell through the whole audience, "My little Lord, and „n 
Godf And all down the mountain side, voices cried, Hie Ghrwt 
Child is there, and He smiled at Francis!" 

Tlie ne*t day all the country was full of the wonder, For now many 
of those who had gone painfully limping up the mountams.de and 
even some of those who had been carried on the backs of their kms oik, 
threw away their canes, and walked whole and well in the village 
square of Grcccio for all the world to see. And some of the himcn 
Came and took some of the straw from the manger, and they gave it 1 
their sick cattle, and they, too, were made whole and well. And the 
people from one end of the district to the other said to each Other, 
"Christ has really come to us!" And from all over, cane the parish 
priests with their parishioners, begging Francis to come and talk to 
them in their villages, and it seemed to Leo and Bernard that Francu 
Strength had been miraculously renewed. Many pilgrims carnc 10 
Greccio and climbed up to the little convent on the cliffs, and finally 
when Faster time came, the Minister of the Province sent word that 
he was coming to see for himself all the marvels that were bang 
wrought at Cieccio. 

So the brethren in the little convent at Grcccio made ready I Ik 
Easter feast. The grateful villagers sent up provisions, and the lady of 
the castle winch the Lord of Crcccio's -brother now held, sent up soma 
of her servant s with fine linen and crystal glasses and Silver. But whai 
it was time for them to go in to the feast, Francis was nowhere to Uo 
found. They had gone all over the immedia te neighborhood, looking in 
the caves and under the trees and in the bare space where the manga 
had stood, and where now was a little wooden shrine, and had found 
no sign of him. So they sit down to the table before the good meal 
should spoil. But they were Ixircly seated when a little beggar with I 
tattered hat pulled down over his face and a ragged scarf about hit 
mouth came in, and in a high-pitched voice cried, "For the low of the 
risen Christ give food to the hungry!" A little chill went through tin- 
brethren, and the Lord of Grcccio rose, and took a plate and put son* 
of the meat on it and handed it to the little beggar, and the little 
beggar said, "Cod bless you and reward you, for even in your pride you 
have not forgotten His charity." 
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And (lien as tlic Lord of Grcccio stood in Ins place, uncertain as to 
what had happened, two of tlic brethren rose and said, "There is room 
for you here at the board." ltul tlic little man had gone over and sat 
down in the ashes at the edge of the hearth, and now he set the plate 
in the ashes while they all watched liiin. Then he loosened the scarf, 
and lie took off his hut, and he said, "Lt>, this is the place white a poor 
IjCggar of a friar should be casting tlic meat God has given liiin!" And 
they all stood aghast, for it was l''iancis, Hut he began to eat, and lie 
said, as if he were tasting the food critically, like an epicure, "It is good 
meat, worthy even of the fine lords you have become. Indeed, I am not 
sure that it is not too fine for a poor beggar," iind lie took .a little of the 
ashes and sprinkled them liglilly on the meat. And when he ate, they 
I icard his jaws crunch on the grit. 

'Ilicii the Lore! of Grcccio ran to Francis, and he knelt down beside 
him, and he began to weep. And all the brethren, including the Minis- 
ter or the Province, followed his example. And Francis said softly, "You 
remember, yon asked me to preach an Easter sermon for the people." 

The Lord of Grcccio choked as lie said, "And you said that the 
|x;oplc of Grcccio did not need your sermon; that you would preach 
where the sermon was most needed." And Francis stood up and env 
■ -raced him. Already two of the brethren had begun to roll the fine 
linen from the table, and Brother Giles took one of the fine glasses 
and dashed it to the pavement. But Francis put out a hand— The 
glasses are not yours. Restore them whole to him from whom you had 
them." And then all the brethren sat down on the floor of the refectory, 
but they ate very little. 

When grace had been said, the Minister came and knelt down be- 
fore Francis and asked his blessing, saying "I have seen all I came to 
vce," and then he turned! to the brethren and he said, "You have no 
need of me, who have the best preacher of all among you." And he 
went ont. And though the brethren had asked many of their friends to 
come up to the clu|)el to hear the Minister preach tliat afternoon, no 
one made any effort to stop him. 

3 

It seemed to Francis that in those cjuiet months at Grcccio he had 
recovered a good deal of his strength, and even his old freshness of 
energy. So he had agreed that in June lie would go to the Chapter of 
l2 M- 
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lint when the time came, it was already hot in the plain, and Ihfl 
fever returned to him, and in the clouds of dust on the roads, hiis i 
stung. Before ever he reached the Portiuncula, he was a frail old mail 
iigain, and when he arrived there, he knew that he need never Iiiivi 
come. For the very look of the leaders of the friars now pouring into 
the little settlement told Francis that this was a quite different world 
from that in which he had recently been living. These men ci»nnn(| 
with their large companies of brethren were as different from I'r.iiicU 
and his old companions as anybody could imagine. Looking at I hem, 
Francis saw that thev might well be devout and earnest men, but I hi j 
were men of power. Many of them were physically taller and hand 
somer than their fellows. They walked not like Brother Giles, as if they 
were ashamed of their strength, but rather as if tlicy took it for granted 
that the whole world would recognize its potency. And even if Ihcy 
did no! wear the gowns oF doctors, Francis knew that many of than 
might have. There was a neatness, too, about the habits of these new 
brethren, dusty though they might be from the road. Moreover, many 
ii f them had mules and asses with them , carrying supplies. Francis hail 
no doubt that these were gifts, but, far from the spontaneous offering 
of the poor, they were the well-considered largesse of the rich and 
powerful. 

When the sessions opened, it was no longer the details of the Rule 
that engaged them, but the establishment of a house of studies ;it 
Paris, and still another at Bologna, and the organization of missii 11 
and the training of friars for other new ventures. And the brethren wlm 
took the lead in these discussions spoke with the assurance of men wlm 
were -quite aware that they were the leaders in a very great enterprise, 
Francis did not attempt to speak. He was too exhausted, and he w.»\ 
quite sure that nothing he could say would have commanded any hear 
ing. There was no bitterness now in this realization of his. Every time 
he appeared at a session all of these strong men crowded around him 
and knelt down for his blessing, and kissed his hand, but he knew that 
the dry whispering of his voice brushed by them like the infrequenl 
breeze. 

Meanwhile, Brother Leo had gone up to San Damiauo to see Sistci 
Clare. Sitting there in the coolness of the little room with the low voire 
of Sister Clare in his ears, Leo thought to liimself, "Only Sister ClaW 
docs not change. This quiet of hers is as fresh an das invigorating as the 
brcevsc in the hemlocks above San Damiano." Of the sickness and the 
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pain of Brother Francis, Leo said little, but lie told hex of how still lie 
sat beneath all the turmoil of the Chapter, and "f how easily the great 
doctors who had knelt down to kiss his hand forgot him. 

"Of course," said Sister Clare, "lliey only think they forget him." 

But Brother Leo shook his head, and thai evening lit' went back to 
the Portiuncula, and he told Francis thai Sistci Clare was praying for 
them. For the firs! time that day, Francis smiled. "How much alike," 
he said, "are all of. us sons of men. I had forgotten that. And did she 
send me no other message?" 

"Only this," said Leo. " 'Having dismissed the multitude, lie went 
up into a mountain alone to pray/ " 

"As always, she is right, Brother Leo. There is no color in the (Mint- 
ing unless the sunlight of God falls on it," responded Francis. 

He rested for a few weeks after the Chapter was over. Then lie 
summoned Brother Giles, and he told liim that he wished him to 
gather together a few of his oldest friends and to go up with him to the 
little convent on the Mount of La Verna. When Elks would have 
escorted him, he declined with thanks, saying that the Guardian of 
the whole Order could not occupy himself -with one poor "brother. 
F.ven when Elias offered him an ass, Francis also declined, and point- 
ing down to his own feet said, "Brother Ass here has long carried me 
safely, and will not fail me this time." 

But when they had gone only a small portion of the journey, Francis 
staggered, and Brother Leo, who had been watching him, caught him, 
and sent Brother Giles to a friend's house for the loan of an ass. One 
of the peasants on the friend's estate soon brought the animal. He was 
a short, stocky block of a fellow, and when Francis was mounted on the 
ass, he looked at him curiously. 

"Arc you that Francis of whom they tell so many stories?" he asked. 

Tired a$ he was, Francis laughed. "I suppose," he said, "they do tell 
a good many stories, and the stories grow the -way stories do." 

But the peasant was perfectly serious. "You had better take en re," 
he .said soberly, "to l>c as good as men say you arc, for it would "be a 
disappointment to many men if you were not." 

Brother I,co, who had been standing at Francis' side, frowned, but 
Francos Slipped, with astonishing speed for his innniiity, from the ass 
to the ground, and he knelt down in front of the peasant, and he said, 
"Thank you, brother, for reminding me of my responsibility when I 
was forgetting it. Do you pray for we," said he earnestly, The aston- 
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ishcd peasant nodded his head, and then slowly he sank down |J) 
Frai las' feet, and Francis embraced liiin. 

After that, Francis seemed stronger, and presently he asked Leo II 
lie remembered the day when they had first seen the Count Of land* 
of Chinsi, to whom they owed the gift of La Vcrna. Leo smiled, "I 
remember how worried ho looked, this handsome young man in his 
rich robes, as he came out from the feast for his brother's knighting." 

"Yes, and he told me he would like nothing better than to put oil 
his robe and take on mine, but there was the brother who had jn:tl 
been knighted, and the wife who was waiting for him so anxiously 
under her crown of flowers, and the son with his nurse up in the high 
castle behind. So I told him that the will of Clod might be fulfilled in .1 
good lord as well as in a friar." 

"He has been a good lord, too," said Brother Bernard, who had just 
come up; "all men agree on that. It is a sweet house there on that lull 
side, and with the winds that blow on those rocks, you will forget die 
summer fever." 

When they reached the hermitage of La Venia, Count Orlando 
came to tell Francis that he had heard of his coming and that his men 
were ready to do his bidding. 

"There is a point high above us," said Francis, "where across a chasm 
there is a lew! place in the shelter of a great beech tree. If you will 
build mca little hut of reeds there, you will do me a great service."* 

The Count Orlando replied tliat he not only would do that, bill 
would also have his men build a proper bridge across the chasm. Hut 
Francis said it would lake too long, for he wished to fast there from 
the Assumption of Our lady to the Feast of St. Michael. A little fixst 
bridge of saplings lo hold the weight of Iwo men would be all tlul 
would be needed. 

So while the Count Orlando went off to give his orders, Franch 
told Brother Leo what he wanted, "Let all the rest of the brethren re 
main here, and here in the woods let them pray. It is a holy place, this, 
where the gjcat chasms in the rocks and the overhanging cliffs speak 
to 11s eloquently of the dangers of tins world, and the sunlight falling 
over the plain beneath, and the birds singing above Oiir heads icmiiiil 
US of the sweetness of Cod's providence. Brother Leo, we have thought 
too much of what we can and cannot do. We have not listened enough 
to what God has to say to us." Then he went on to explain to Leo whsl 
he would have him in particular do. Twice a day he would come acrosi 
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l lie Uttle bridge: once in the morning to bring him "bread and water, 
nid once before midnight that Francis might say the office of Matins 
with him, as a good friar should. "When you bring the bread, there is 
uo need of words," said Francis. "Yon may leave it there. But when it 
comes to Matins, do you say the firsl line, 'Do-minc, labia nica aperies,' 
and I will answer yon, 'Ft os meum annuntiabil laudciu loam,' and 
Mien you will conic over. Knt if I do nol answer von, then go hack." 

"But if vouare ill?" 

"What a timid lamb yon have grown, my lion!" Francis laughed at 
him affectionately. "God will have me in His keeping, and wli:il suffer- 
ing of mine is to lie thought of in the contemplation of I lis Passion?" 

"VVc shall pray for you," said Leo, "and I shall ask one of the brclh- 
rcn to go and ask Sister Clare to pray, too." 

"That is not necessary. She will, have heard we have coinc here, and 
■he will know the rest." 

So with the help of the Count Orlando and Brother Leo, the simple 
arrangements Francis wanted were completed. The lint night when 
I. co and Francis had finished the morning office. Leo begged, him to 
let him stay, for il seemed to him that Francis was very ill, but Francis 
Ixide liim go back across the bridge. 

The days that followed brought Leo times of almost unbearable 
anxiety. Sometimes Francis would come out and bless him when he 
set the bread and the water in the appointed place under the shade of 
the beech tree. But sometimes Leo would only hear him praying in the 
depths of the cave behind the little hut, and sometimes he would not 
hear any sound at all. One day, Francis had apparently forgotten to 
scatter the remains of the bread for the birds; so, overcome with anxi- 
ety, Leo crept back before sunset that lie might look across to the rock 
and see if he could find any sign of Francis. Fortunately, he looked first 
through the bushes at the end of the bridge, and saw Francis sitting in 
front of the cave gazing afar off as if lie were completely absorbed in 
the vast panorama which, Leo knew, was visible from thai point. The 
faithful lirothcr crept back, reassured. 

Some days later, Francis seemed to have become aware at last of 
I -co's anxiety, for when they had finished reciting Matins, he stood in 
the starlight before the cave, with the soft radiance of the moon over 
(he valley below and the dark shadows of the rocks looming with fan- 
tastic magnitude above them, and he talked a little with I.co of what 
liad been happening to him. 'it seemed to inc that iny heart was as 
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thin nncl as dried out as (he leaves that the winds ralt3c against (hi 
rock. Then," he said, "I heard a single strain of music, as if an am- i 
had drawn his bow across a viol. It was so sweet that 1 wept with joy, 
and 1 waited to licar that strain again." Francis paused. 

"Did it come?" asked Brother Leo, softly. 

"No, and then I knew that if it had, my ravished spirit would have 
left the body entirely." 

Another time when he had not answered Leo's greeting in -the nighl 
he waited for him when he brought his bread the next day. "You mull 
not won}'," he told Leo. seeing his face so white in the sunlight. "Tlictl 
is a falcon here that comes to visit me, each night just before time (<•! 
Matins, and again at dawn he wakens me that I may praise Gocl. Kill 
sometimes when I am very tired or sick, T think he knows it, and III 
docs not disturb inc." 

Now U-" was ashamed of his anxiety, but when a few nights lad i 
for i he second time he had called out in the night, "Domiiic, labia niea 
aperies," and there had not been even a whisper from the other side, 
Leo crossed the little bridge very softly, carrying his sandals in his hand, 
When he was in the middle, he saw a light ahead, and he was aston 
isbod, for Francis had no candles with him. Then lie realized that thll 
was not the light of a candle; it was like the after-glow of a great light, 
and then it was dark again. Leo heard the voice of Francis, "Who arl 
I lion? What art thou? My God, that Thou dost stoop so tow as to sped 
to this worm in the dust!" 

Leo realized that (his was no ordinary praying, but rather as if Francil 
were speaking to an invisible visitor. Frightened at his own disohedi 
ence and intrusion, Leo hurried back across the bridge. The sapl 
swayed and grated a little against the Tocks, and he was still mon 
frightened and thrust himself among the bushes so that they rattled 
about him. 

Francis called out to him, "Come here, little sheep! Why have ymi 
disobeyed ntc?" And as l.co flung himself on his knees before hint, 
FianC'S asked him sharply, "Hid yon bear anything?" 

"I heard you talking," and as Francis waited for something else, Ik 
added, "you were talking to- somebody." 

"And did you hear the other voice?" 

"No." 

"I was talking with Christ, Our Lord. I liad shut my eyes praying 
here, aud suddenly a light fell on them, and I opened them to sec tin- 
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whok place alight." And as in tlic darkness Francis Ml the stillness 
and awe of Leo, lie bade bun say nothing of t his bo l»i^ comrades. 

But when Leo got back to the hermitage dormitory. Brother Bernard 
raised himself on his straw and asko I, "Is Francis all righl ?" 

"Yes/' said Leo. "Why ace yon not asleepT"' 

Bernard answered in a low voice. "When we mine out (»( the oratory 
after we had said Matins, we saw a light On the mountain, ana then 
it failed." And at that moment from out oi the darkness of the dormi- 
tory came the voices of oil Francis" brethren, "Wcsawit, t»n>." 

But Leo without saying any! king lay down in his place. 

Another night, when Francis had been so frail that it was only in a 
whisper that he finished Matins, I*o again begged him to let him stay 
rti th h im. But Fran cis said, no, Christ had spoken to him Ogata, and 1 le 
had promised him that something wonderful was going to happen on 
the mountain. "1 am sure," said Francis, "He will give mc strength 
enough to stay for 1hat." 

So they came to the Feast of the Exaltation of the Cross. When they 
had completed Matins that morning, Leo was loath to leave Francis, 
for it seemed to him that it was only the strength of his spirit that had 
kept the frail voice answering. When Leo begged him to let him stay, 
Francis told him not to worry, out Leo persisted, "I hate to leave you 
here alone for (ear you would die with no one to help you." 

But Francis' voice was now much firmer and clearer. "There is no 
need to worry, for I know now what to ask of God, and when a man 
knows that, he has accomplished the purpose of his life on earth." 

Now Leo was even more afraid, and he said, "Can you not tell mc 
before I go?" And the hunger in Leo's voice was so sharp that Francis 

hesitated. 

Then he said, "I shall ask God for two things"— and now his voice 
was low with awe as if he were praying— "I shall ask Him that I may 
understand the depths and the heights of His suffering in His Passion, 
and then I shall ask Him that I may know for Him a little of thai love 
(or me which made Him submit Himself to such pain." 
Leo was frightened. "Do yon know what you have asked, Francis?" 
But Francis bade him go at once. Leo thought to himself, "I have 
l>een the voice of the tempter to liim," and, weeping, hcstunihled back 
across the bridge. When he reached the little hermitage of La Verna 
and saw the low building shouldering tip out of the darkness, he did 
not go in, but he went beyond to a little clearing in the wood from 
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which lie could sec in the moonlight the precipice where he had left 
Francis, and he wailed Ihcre until the inoon had set, and all around 
linn the night darkened. Now he could not see even the fading 1 1 
but lie was not sure that it was not his weeping that had veiled his sight 
Then suddenly lie saw a great flash of light hurl itself against the r« k 
of the mountainside. As he looked, there was a moment when hi 
thought he saw Francis kneeling with upraised hands and lifted head 
clear against the black screen of Che rock. Then it seemed to him thai 
like a bolt of lightning the flying torch of light dashed itself again ' 
the rock just where Francis had been kneeling. Then everything win 
darkness again, and it) his terror Leo fainted. 

'ITic pale light of dawn had washed over the wooded precipice, and 
the birds were chattering when Leo recovered his senses. Shivering 
with cold, he crept into the dormitory and lay down in his place iicni 
the door. But when the brethren awakened and asked hiin when he hail 
come in, for they had all been anxious and had lain awake for him. \u 
could not speak. All morning he kept seeing that bolt of light limliug 
itself against the wall of the mountainside. If it were not a dream, i! It- 
had really seen it, it would have burned P'rancis into the rock and 1 1 1 
hiin a cinder. Sick with fear, he crept to the bridge and left the bread 
and water in the accustomed place. There was no sign of Francis. I>"l 
neither was there any sign of fire anywhere on the mountainside. And 
I us fear was for the moment allayed, and when he got back to the con- 
vent, and Ins brethren crowded around him, asking "Is he all right?" 
Leo reported that there was no sign that everything was not as usual, 

Then he went into the little oratory to pray until the time sliotilj 
come to go back for Matins. But it seemed to him that there WW 
nothing he could say, for when he tried to pray, he saw the bolt hurling 
itself against the mountain, and for that he could find no words even 
in thought. So long were the hours of that afternoon and that evening 
that although I,eo knew he was a head of time, he hurried to the bridge, 
and his voice shook as he call cd out (he openi ng words of the Office. I Ic 
thought there was no answer. Then just as he was about to start acrost 
the bridge, he heard the voice of Francis. It was weak and a little 
choked, as if it were a long time since he had used if. In his relief I -co 
dashed across the little bridge so that it swung as if it would tear i(sc|( 
from the cords of its mooring. 

Francis was sitting on the earth under the beech tree. He made no 
effort to rise when J-eo knelt down. There was only the pale moonlight 
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;ni(J Francis' face while, with the eyes glittering. He had his arms 
wrapped in his sleeves and clasped over his heart, but when I*o began 
to ask him how he was, Francis went on with the Office, and not until 
it was completed, did he speak to Leo. Then he said only, "It is fin- 
ished." And when Leo lingered for more, Francis told him la be gone 
I hiil he might sleep. 

The next day when Leo came with the bread and water, he saw that 
Francis was still silling in the same place. "Like a wounded man," 
I bought Leo, "unable to move from where he lias hillcn." Itul when 
Leo started across the bridge, Francis hade him he gone sharplv. So he 
went back, shaking his head in bewilderment. The next night, Francis 
did not answer Leo's greeting at all, and he went across the bridge to 
find him huddled in the same place. The night was so still tliat Leo 
lord his breathing, and reassured that at least he was alive, he crept 
hack. 

The next day, there was no sign of Francis when Leo came, and that 
night when Francis answered his greeting, and Leo came across the 
bridge, Francis was kneeling with his hands clasped before him. When 
they had finished the Office, Francis asked Leo to bring some fresh 
lin en with him when he came again, but when Leo asked him if he were 
hurt, he made no answer. The day after that when he brought bread 
and water, Leo saw a piece of linen lianging on a bush as if it had been 
washed and put there to dry; so that night he brought more fresh linen. 

So wilh Leo's curiosity becoming almost unbearable, they came to 
(he end of Ihe appointed fast, and the Lord of La Verna sent word that 
lie would liave an ass ready for Francis to come down the mountain- 
side. The night before they were to conic down, Leo found Francis 
weaker than he had yet been, and after the)' had finally with great 
effort finished Matins, Leo asked Francis if th ere was anything he could 
do for him. At first, Francis made no answer. Then he reached for Leo's 
liand, and he said, ''Brother Leo, you have been so faithful a lamb in 
lending me and so valiant a lion in leashing your curiosity that I will 
:isk you to do one thing more for me and still ask no questions." So 
he bade Leo take off his tunic, and when Leo touched the tunic, he felt 
I lie cloth stiff under his fingers as if it had been wet and dried in the 
SUH. But when he lifted it, his hands shuck moisture, and then Francis 
said, "It is beneath the heart. Take the linen and wash," 

Leo's fingers trembled as he felt the ooze under them and knew it 
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was blood. Then lie remembered the bolt of light. "You arc won ml i 
he cried in honor. 

"II is Love's wound," said Francis. "It is nothing to be afraid «>l 
And," he added sharply, "nothing to talk about." 

When Leo had finished! washing the wound and put fresh linen m ■ i 
it, binding it about the thin ribs, he put Francis' tunic back, and as In 
did so, his hand brushed Francis' hand, and Leo felt what seemed to )" 
the edge of a stick in it. But though Francis winced in pain, herehiMil 
to lei Leo look at his hand and bade him be gone and tell no one. "Sa 
the bolt did hit him," said Leo to himself, and a great desolation cam 
over him, for Francis had deliberately shut him out of this Strang) 
thins. 

In the morning as soon as the Count Orlando's servants had bronchi 
the .1SS, Leo took it up and tethered it at the end of the bridge, and 
crossed to find Francis kneeling with his hands folded in his slue 
When he heard Leo, he kissed Ihc ground, and then he stumble) 
awkwardly to his feet, wincing with pain. Clutching Leo's arm, he \\<"i 
over to lire rock, and he kissed it too, and looking at the couatrysidl 
spread out below them, he said to Leo, "This is a most holy place. I • t 
none but those who will understand ever come here." Then he stag 
gercd across the bridge, and Leo lifted him onto the ass, and as he »l" I 
so, he saw the back of one of Francis' hands. Protruding from it wil 
something which looked like a large thorn, but even as Francis caughl 
him looking at it, he slipped the Siem. of his sleeve over it. Then I .<■• 
looked down to help Francis arrange his feet, and he saw thai hii 
sandals were stuffed with straw. But Francis met his astonishment 
serenely, saying "We have accomplished all we came to do, Brolhu 
Leo. Let us go back." 

But Leo hesitated. "Arc you sure you arc able? Let me get you fo<»l 
and a cloak and make you comfortable here." 

Francis shook his head. "I have been up on the Mount of Con 
tcmplation, and now I must come down and be about My Fathei 
work." And for the rest of the journey he said nothing but seemed lo In 
lost in thought even where the path narrowed between the rocks, ami 
I.eo feared that the ass might slip on the moss and the ferns. Even 
when his brethren came uut to meet him, Francis still seemed wrapped 
in the contemplation of some wonder afar-off, and returned their greet 
ing as if he had only half heard them. And though he made no ohje 
don when they all went into the oratory to give thanks for his rctu in. 
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he seemed hardly to be aware of tlicii piesenoe. Then us he suddenly 
noticed Hut the bicthrcn were staring at bis straw-stuffed sandals, 
Francis asked Leo to get him a pair of woolen stcckuigf. When he 
brought Uiein, he bade Leo go apart with hirnoui to the spring behind 
the hermitage, and there Leo again wished the wound Wow the heart 
and put fresh linen on it. Then Francis bade him wash his feet, and 
Leo saw to his horror that there was blood on the suaw, :'«"' on both 
feet the same kind of large thorn. Uo bandaged the feel and pul the 
stockings on than ami cased litem bade into the sandals, and then he 
looked at Francis, and threw himself at his feet, saying, They arc the 

indsofOurLonT 
'Tell no man," said Krancis. Bui that night al supper he himself 
Iced his brethren, "When Cod does a marvel to a poor sinner, a 
creature completely and totally unworthy, is it not a blasphemy to 
speak of what should be hidden?" All the brethren sat silent, and Leo 
thought, "If only Brother Peter were here to advise us." 

But young Brother Illuminato spoke out when his elders were 
silent. He said, "There is no blasphemy in telling of the wondrous 
works of Cod, for in them speaks His grace and not our iinworihinuss." 
Now Francis for the first time seemed to come from afar off, and he 
looked directly at the young; man. Then he turned to Leo and the 
others. "Do you agree with what the youngest of us has said?" And 
for Ihc first time he smiled a little— "Out of the mouths of babes and 
sucklings . . ." and Uluininato blushed. But they all agreed that what 
God gave should be shared. "And yet," said Francis, his voice warmed 
as he though t fof the first time in many weeks of the Lady Pica, " 'Mary 
kept all these words, pondering them in her heart.' " 

Bernard answered this time. "These were the things that had been 
promised and had not yet come to pass." 

Francis said no more that night until after Matins, and then he asked 
Leo to wait outside the dormitory with him, and they stood there 
where Leo had stood when he saw the bolt of light. And gently leaning 
on Leo, as he so often did these days, Francis asked him, "Did you 
never look back again at the mountain all those nights?" 

"Yes, one night." 

"When?" 

"I turned and stood here in the hour before dawn." 

"What did you see?" Francis drew his breath sharply. 

"I saw a grcaC light hurl itself upon the mountain wall like a bolt. 
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Before it struck, I saw you in its path." And Leo flung himself Hi 
Francis' feet, crying, "My lord and master, do not thrust me into ouli ■ 
darkness?" 

But Francis lifted him up, and he said sharply, "Foolish little Iambi 
Those are words you say only to Chrisl, and not to a poor fellow 
sinner." Then as he felt U« trembling, he went on more gently, "I 
have not spoken, Leo, not because I was asliamcd that God should 
stoop so low, for all His grace to us is a touching of the dust, even U 
was our making in the beginning— but, my brother, I could not find 
any words for it. I hare seen such things as I cannot tell. But of tin 
thing you saw, I can tell you this. You remember my prayer?" And 
when Leo had steadied himself enough to reply, Francis continued, "I I 
was answered. And I hid my face, and when I lifted my head to- gm- 
thanks for what I in no way deserved, then I saw"— and he paused as il 
e ven the memory of that vision still awed him to silence— "I saw a gn a i 
bird of fire come toward me out of tlie most high heavens. Then as ■ I 
came nearer, I saw that it was a seraph such as Isaiah"— and he repeat! 1 1 
the words of Isaiah as if here were something he could cling to. m I'lu n 1 
as he came nearer— Oh, Leo, it takes me so long to tc31 wliat came in .1 
flash." — and then his voice sank to a whisper — "I saw the face and tin 
body of the seraph between the wings, and it was a Man hanging on :i 
cross. It was like the crucifix at San Damiano, only itwas not a pain! mi- 
nora sculpture— " and he paused, and Leo shook wilb feu that he lud 
said all he could. Rut Francis went on. his voice rising with excitement . 
"The great tlaniiiig seraph came toward me and stnick mcand posted 
through mc, and as I burned in every nerve, I felt it dash upon the tod 
behind ine, and then it was darkness, and I fell upon my face." 

"And then— " said Leo. But Francis was standing rigid in Leo's arm) , 
and the moonlight was too dim for Leo to see his face. 

Then Francis shivered a little, and he clutched Leo and said, " I am 
here." Leo felt the thorns in his hands, as Francis said, 'Tell no one." 

And Leo said nothing, though all his brethren looked curiously l1 
hint the next day. But after supper Francis said, "We have h'ntyi.d 
here long; enough. Tomorrow morning let us go back where wc bcl< 11 
So early the next morning Francis took leave of the brethren :ii :' 
hermitage, and with liis hands wrapped in his sleeves he went out. wil h 
the companions who had brought him there. 

Off they all went in silence down the road until they reached tin 
turn from which they could sec the whole mountain before them 
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There Francis knelt down, ami lie blessed the mountain, "Farewell, 
Mount La Vcrna. I shall never conic here again, nor sec you more. Let 
only those who can undcrMaud your wonder < . one beje, and (or them 
let it be a holy place forever." He remained kneeling there s» long that 
Leo touclicd liisariu. lake a man in a dream. Francis rose ana mounted 

his ass, but none -of the brethren said anything. And I .en thought lo 

himself, "I have noi said anything and \ct they know something has 
happened." And (he woul iimsl have reached Hit- village, bo* anso when 
they came to the highway, people were Wilting to kneel down and ask 
for Francis' blessing. And again, when they came to I In- little town of 
Borgo San Scpolcro, the people pressed about Francis in the market- 
place, and like a man in a trance, over and over agiiii he repealed the 
words of blessing, "May God give you peace." 

'Iliev were long past the little town of Borgo San Scpolcro when 
Francis seemed to come to himself, scanning the fields on cither side 
of the road. Then he turned to Leo. "When do we come to Borgo San 
Scpolcro?" he asked. When Leo did not answer, Francis looked at 
Brother Giles, who was the leader of their company, and Brother 
Giles looked at I.eo. Then Francis understood, and quietly as if he 
were thinking of nothing more than the journey on the road, he said, 
"Let us sing a hymn of lhanksgiving to God for His surpassing good- 
ness." 



"In my end is my beginning," said Francis one day early that winter 
when Leo had pleaded with him to spare himself, "I had once thought 
to be a knight and to do great deeds and to win glory for them. Now, 
1 am Christ's knight, and ! have taken up my quest and put on the 
livery of His pain. And of that there is no fame or glory, hut only some- 
thing that speaks to the common heart of man." 

Leo and the rest besought him to stay at the l'ortiiincula and rest 
for the winter months at least, but Francis scoffed, "What a poor 
knight should 1 be to spend the winter mured up in a castle?" And 
when Sister Clare sent him a pair of soft leather shoes to cushion the 
pain in his feci, Francis kissed them and said. Though she came after 
us, Sister Cla re in her watchtower at San Dainiano is often the first to 
see the road ahead." 

He put the shoes on, and then he insisted tliat he must go out into 
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the villages. "I have something to tell them," he said, and when nil 
brethren tried to persuade him that one who suffered as he suffered 
should save all his strength for his own health, Francis rebuked than, 
and reminded them of the fable of the pelican, who out of tlie tearm;; 
of its own breast found the life-restoring blood for its young. 

Francis saw Leo and Giles wince when he could not hide the twinge 
of pin as his hand brushed the saddle, or his feet touched the groum I 
He would smile slowly to reassure them, but the sun on the snow 
burned his eyes, and in the depths of his being the never-ending pain 
gnawed unceasingly at his vitals. Sometimes it was the blood of 
hemorrhage thai betrayed him, and sometimes his voice failed him. 
And when Leo protested that he could not long end ure the weary daj i 
and the sleepless nights, Francis reminded him that he was but study 
ing the theme on which he was to preach. 

For when lie spoke in the little churches, or fhe village squares, or 
along the road to chance pilgrims, or peasants plodding to market. Ins 
theme was always of God's love, of the lore that made Him conic on 

earth and share the pain of man's sin-sprung existence, and by Dm 

fullness of His sinless suffering, redeem it. Francis spoke so swcelly 
that everywhere he went it was as if ordinary human life flowered at hi> 
touch. He nO longer worried about the talk of miracles thai brouj;lil 
the crowds thronging to his feet. "It is nothing of me," he said when 
Leo told him of the wounded boy who had been made whole by the 
touch of his hand, of Ihe possessed woman who had been freed by Hid 
kissing of his pierced feet. 

lint when the brethren asked him if the)* might sec the wounds, he 
refused, and always he bade Leo be sine Ihe door was shut when he 
bathed them and changed the bandages. But when the woman i»* -'■ '\ 
mad with pain in her head asked him to pot his hand upon her fon 
head, he did so; and the shivering peasant who brought a fresh ass. In 
warmed with the touch of his hand, and changed his grumbling to 
praise of God's mercy. Sometimes he seemed quite unaware of what he 
was doing, but once when Leo spoke to turn of the marvelous heatings, 
he bade him remember that the)' were not his, that it was what God 
had wrought in his flesh, and he was but the maidservant who carried 
the bread to the table that the hungry might be fed. All of God's giftj 
were free to the need of the least, and so long as those who received 
gave thanks to God, it mattered not how the gifts were given. 

So troubled were Francis' companions at his wasting away that I lit v 
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sent word to Elias at the PortiuncuLi and to Ugolino in Rome. EUas 
came at once, and he overtook Francis in the little bouse al Foligno. 
At first Francis was angry with his brethren thai they should nave 
turned from him loa maiiwlumi they had never Inisled, and whoiii he 
had so often to defend against their suspicions. 

But Elias said nothing of obedience 01 «>f rathority. il«' sal down by 
Francis' Led, and he told him thai he had had a dream o£ I11111, and in 
his dream he had SCCIl Francis walking down a road with his hack to* 
him, but be had known who it was. lie (Mused, and Fi.iueis was 
amused to think that Elias hesitated to tell him ll.af Ik- had recognized 
his figure because it was so small and frail. But it was not that F01 
Elias went on to say that in his dream he had also seen coming down 
the road a friar whose features he could not make out. The friar em- 
braced Francis, and Elias heard him say, "I will be waiting." Francis 
went on, and then Elias saw the face of the friar, and it was Fcter 
Catanii. And Peter smiled at Elias and said, "It will only be a couple 
of years now." Then Elias awoke. 

But Francis said, "It is the more urgent then that I do all that can be 
done in the time I hare." Elias, however, begged him to think of the 
brethren who would be left forlorn, like sons hctcft of their father. But 
Francis shook his head. "A good father knows always that he leaves his 
sons to Cod when he leaves thein in God's service." So Elias bowed his 
head and said no more. 

Then came word from Ugolino at TCicti, where the friars' messengers 
had overtaken him. He wrote that Pope Honorius was taking refuge 
from the rebellious Romans in that city, and since his age was now 
lying heavily on him, his Saracen physician Tabald was with him. So 
Ugolino bade Francis come at once and consult that most learned of 
doctors. And when Francis answered by Leo's hand that he would in 
no way seek to flee the pain which was God's final gift to him, Ugolino 
wrote back at once to remind him that the herbs of the earth, and the 
skill of the physicians who knew how to use them, were also the gifts of 
God, and it was no honor to their Giver to scorn their help. Ugolino 
did not scruple, either, to use the authority which Elias had not dared 
to invoke, for he bade Francis an his. obedience lo go to Kicli. 

"I will go," said Francis to Leo, "and the obedience will be the 
purer because I know it is in vain. And I shall pray that it may be an 
example to the lawless brethren." 
But Leo reminded bin that it would be a poor return to Sister 
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Clare for all her prayers to go without taking leave of her. And herfl 
again it seemed to Francis that Sister Clare had, as so often, been afaeat I 
of hum. For she welcomed him al the door of her convent with such joy 
that Francis felt all his being renewed, and then she led him into Hit 1 
garden and showed liim a little liut of reeds which she had made ready, 
with a bed of fresh straw in it. When Francis had knelt before the- 
crucifix at San Damiauo, he had not been able, wilh the darkness and 
the pain in his eyes, tu see the face of the Christ on it, and fur .1 
moment he had wept. But now at the sound of the fresh, sweet voice oJ 
Cla re, it sained to him that alt t he years between had fallen away, and 
he was again a young man starling out oil the unknown quest with al I 
the wonder of it before him. 

He repeated to Clare what he had said to Leo, "In my end is my 1* 
ginning." And Clare answered, "That is, I think, the greatest uf all 
God's wonders, that in Him all things arc made new." And the)' sat 111 
Clare's little garden in the evening, sweet with the scent of her rosi \. 
and Francis felt the breeze blow in across the great plain he could 
not sec below, and he was content. But that night he could not sit. 1 1 
for the rustling of the mice in the reeds, and their rattling against his 
straw. And us he tried to frighten them away, Francis reminded himself 
that though he had this evening been given a foretaste of heaven, In- 
had not yet earned his rest, and these were like the twinges of a I(mi 
complacent conscience. But presently the annoyance passed beyond 
the bounds of reminder, and as lie tossed,, it seemed to Francis that the 
twinges within his body had taken on an external embodiment, so thai 
the gnawing of the pain within was now all about him. It seemed as il 
the night would never end, and he thought of the apostles who slept in 
the garden of the agony, which he had not stopped to enter when h< 
was in the I Ioly land, and of Christ's words to Peter, "Could you not 
watch one hour with me?" 

And then he rcmi nded himself of all the joys lie had known here al 
San Daruiano, and of tlic promise of Christ to the thief on the croa 
that he would walk wilh Him in paradise. And he thought to himself, 
"It is a generous meal which God has given to us here on this eartllf 
and before we leave, it is fitting that we say grace." So when in tbfl 
morning his companions came to sec if lie was any stronger, be said 
only a word of the troubled night, and then, sitting up in his bed, l» 
bade Leo fetch his writing materials. "I have a new song," he said. "Il 
is the praise of all created things, for they arc the witnesses of God'fl 
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goodness to us, and the pledge of what lie lias in store for us." And lie 

began to sing his song praising God for all the croaturts he had made. 

And then he went on to praise God m the Kin, ill I he DDOOD, in the 
wind and in the air. and all the varied faces OJ the weather, ami for 

water and fire and Ihc earth, the mother of ill I B ■ i 1 n • •» created, which 

nourished and gladdened the life of man. And on hfl sang, I us voice 
swelled, and he made Ins brethren kain the vti.is and sing I linn with 

him so that Sister Clatc came uiiu the garden and laughed with joy 

to find Francis SO happy. 

"Some poor men at the gate," she told him. "testing JKWU 8iTl| 1 
said, 'They are the angels who used to sing a< the Porhiiiieiiln. Il is 1 
long time since thev have sung there, and now Ihey nave come to San 
Damiano.' " 

So Francis taught Sister Clare, also, the verses, and he listened 
with delight as she and her sisters sang them by a window opening on 
the garden, lie said that he thought it was; thus that the choir of 
heaven would sound when it welcomed them to the Blessed. And he 
sent one of the brethren down to the Forb'uacnla to bring up Brother 
Pacifico and some of his choristers, for now that he sang no more 
songs of earthly love or knightly prowess, the old Troubadour was 
spending his days training some of Hie younger brethren to sing the 
church services as they should be sung. Brother Pacifico and his choir 
sang so sweetly in the gaideii at San Damiano that Francis swore that 
he would send them forth to sing his song to the whole world. Sister 
Clare laughed with delight to see how gaily Francis' imagination was 
soaring over the future as it used to in his youth. 

"I will send you, Brother Pacifico," said Francis, "back to Rome 
where the Emperor crowned vou, and you will Sing this song to those 
liotous Romans who have driven the Pope out, and you will subdue all 
hearts to the love of God." 

Brother Juniper had insisted on coming up witl 1 them to sec Francis, 
because he said, "For all your singing you will not know how to make 
him laugh. It is laughter he needs." And they liad let hnn come on 
condition that he would not do anything to spoil their singing. Now 
that they had sung. Brother Juniper shrugged his shoulders. "1 don't 
sec why you wait for Rome," he said, "when always you have right here 
at hand Assisi, and not even the Romans can match the strife between 
the civil and the religious authorities here." 
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And Francis' joy had sunk like a fire into ils ashes. "Here in Assisi?" 
lie asked unhappily. 

"If yon have not heard, you ate the only man for miles around who 
has not," said Juniper. "The Podcsta insulted the Bishop, and the 
Bishop excommunicated the Podcsta, and now the Podcsta will not 
let any of the civil officials go neat the church, not near the Bishop. 
And the whole town is embroiled between them, and some of the old 
nobility have sworn that they will go across tlic bridge to Perugia and 
bring the Perugians in." 

"But," said Francis with honor, "that would be treason." 

"I don 't know what you call it," said Juniper, shrugging his shoulders, 
as if the question were an academic one. "I shall leave that to the breth- 
ren from Bologna and Paris. But if you want to try out the effect of 
Brother Pacifico and his singing boys, I can't think of a better test than 
the Podcsta and the Bishop." 

"Be quiet, fool," said Brother Pacifico. 

But Francis raised himself on his elbow and looked at Brother 
Juniper. "I have always said you were the wisest friar of all." 

The whole company laughed. But Juniper bowed gravely. "No one 
has better appreciated my talent, Brother Francis, except always Sister 
Clare." And the laughter filled the little garden. 

But Francis looked thoughtful. Presently, he turned to Brother 
Pacifico, and said, "Hetc is another strophe to add to the song." And he 
sang to the same melody a strophe giving thanks for all those who for- 
give each other for the love of God, and who patiently bear the weak- 
ness and the suffering of this life. When the choristers had learned it, 
Francis asked Brother Pacifico to go up to the Palace of the Commune 
and invite the Podcsta to come to the Bishop's palace and hear the 
song which Brother Francis had made. 

At first, the Podcsta refused to listen to Brother Pacifico, reminding 
him fiercely that he had forbidden all his servants to have anything to 
do with the Bishop or to go near his palace. But Brother Pacifico did 
not hesitate to tell him that Francis was dying, and that if he refused to 
go, he might find that he had denied the last request of a dying man. 
The Podcsta blanched at that prospect, and he said he would go if 
Brother Pacifico would guarantee that he would not be turned away. 
That Brother Pacifico promised with confidence, and then he went to 
the Bishop and told him what he had promised. But the Bishop told 
bim that he had excommunicated the Podcsta, and asked how could 
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he himself receive an excommunicated dud. Then Brother Pacifico 

reminded him that the man who bad asked him to do this was the man 
who bore in his members the impress of the wounds of Christ; .so the 
Bishop bowed his head. 

When the word flew through the city thai the PodcstA was going to 
the Bishops thai afternoon, a great crowd ol t lit- nli/< us of Aoisi 
gathered before the Bishop's pibce. Some were supporters of the 
Bishop, and some were supporters of the Podesta, t« h party eager !<• 
hold up theann of their cluiiipuni, hnl many went limply tOSCCWlul 
would happen. 

When Brother Facifico and his young men began to sing l-'iam is' 
canticle, the Podesta was so moved that he stood in his place :iml 
listened with deep attention. Presently, his eyes were seen to he gliaten 
nig with tears. At that, people turned to where the Bishop sat hi his 
chair, and they saw that his head was bowed. Presently he lifted his 
ringed hand to his eyes, and all the great throng listened with delight as 
the beautiful voices swelled through the Bishop's palace. But whin 
Brother Pacifico and his choir had sung the strophe of praise for those 
who forgive and who patiently bear what must be borne, the Podesta 
went over to where the Bishop sat, and he fell on his knees before him . 
Stretching out his hands to the Bishop, he told liim that he was ready 
to give him whatever satisfaction he could ask for. Then the Bishop 
lifted him up, and he said, aloud so that everybody could hear, "1 have 
been at fault, too, and for your pardon I ask pardon of you." And he 
embraced him with tears, and all around them the partisans of the 
erstwhile enemies embraced each other, and even those who had come 
simply to see the fun, wept. 

When Brother Pacifico returned to San Damiano, he found that 
Francis was sick again with the fever; so he and his young men went 
into the garden and sang softly the Canticle of the Sun. It seemed to 
those who were watching Francis that the music flowed like cool water 
over his fevered limbs, and his tossing ceased, and he lay still. And 
when they had finished singing, he asked Brother Ftcifiw what had 
happened. 

When Brother Pacifico told him of the miracle of peace that had 
been vouchsafed in the Bishop's palace, Francis raised his hands in 
thanksgiving, and he prayed aloud, "Now Thou dost dismiss Thy serv- 
ant, O Lord, according to Thy word in peace," and he fell asleep with 
a smile on his lips. 
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When Francis sent word to Ugolino that lie would obey him, bo 
thought it would be simply a matter of going to Ricti and letting f In 
Pope's physician examine him. It would be a troublesome tbin«, our 
more thing to be done, before his Master relieved him at his post, but 
after all it would be a simple matter, Ik and his companions would 
go to the Frnnciscan house beyond Rich", and there they would wait ini 
the doctor to come. So, Hie decision having been made, Franci s rcl a\e<l 
and, again, the curtain of pain went down between him and tho 
external world. 

It lifted a little when Brother Elias came in to kneel down at In. 
bedside, and Leo and Bernard closed in as if to protect him. Frandl 
half opened his eyes to see the face of Elias, inscrutable as always, bul 
with a look of unmistakable concern in the grave eves. Then the walk 
of pain closed in, and Francis relaxed in the prayer that was the vuv 
texture of his consciousness these days, "Not my will but Thine." 

When Leo asked him if he could bear to have a heavier tunic put on 
for the road, Francis protested feebly, and Leo said they would get a 
man tie to wrap Iiim in. 

At first the motion of the ass was torture; then in the unexpected 
sweetness of the fresh air, the curtain of pain lifted, and though Piani il 
could sec but dimly, there was a pleasant sense of the shadows of Hie 
trees, and the shimmering of the wind coming through them as they 
went along the road. Leo and Bernard began talking to him where ihn 
watched on either side of his steed lest he fall off. "Wc shall be at Rid i 
tonight, and the Cardinal Ugolino will lodge us in the Bishop's pahi « 
where he is staying." Francis tried to tell Leo and Bernard that he did 
not want to go to the Bishop's palace, that he wanted to go to the 
little house of the Friars, but he did not seem to have the strength In 
find the words, Then one foot was hurting so sharply that it roused him 
and broke the habitual film of dull pain, and he realized that somebody 
had seized his foot and was kissing it . He kicked feebly to get it t reo, 
and then he heard Brother Bernard saying, "The man meant no bum 
He is ill with a fever, and he thought if he could kiss your foot, he 
would be made well. Wc will see that no one else boEhers you." 

But in a moment somebody was clutching at the ass so it could n« 
move, and Francis was instantly alert. It was the first clear monicnl I hi) 
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he had had for hours, lie said sharply lo Bernard, "Let us stop before 

we get to Rieii. There will be too many people in t he Bishop's palace-" 

Then lie heard an excited voioe speaking. "<> I loly Francis, do not 
slop now. There is a guard coming out bom Ricti, and one of the 
confraternities is following With candles, and nil Knt i is ready to- re- 
ceive the saint who cornea to honor oil" 

Francis protested sharply now, foi be could see clearly enough that 
Leo and Bernard wet* waiting tor him lo answer. 

"There is I he vicarage .il -San Fubiauo," said Bernard pTCSeirl ly, "1ml 
it is only a little house." 

"Il will be big enough," said Francis eagerly, "and if no one else can 
come in, so much the better." But he had reckoned without the citizens 
of Rica* and their guests from Rome. As he tried to sleep thai night, il 
seemed to him that there was a great crowd around the house, shouting 
and pushing against the thin walls, and when I ie awoke in 1 he morning, 
a couple of strangers were kneeling at his bedside. Bernard explained 
io him Ihat they were chamberlains whom the Pope had sent, but when 
Francis tried to raise himself to salute them, he did not have the 
strength. Then thev seized his hands and began to- kiss them, and 
Francis was too weak to draw them away and hide them in his sleeves. 
Then the pain closed in again, and the stillness behind the pain. Now 
and then he heard people coming and going as if it were a noise afar off, 
like the sea whispering in the shingle in the dark. Then he heard curses 
and* horrified at the blasphemy, he roused himself. 
"It is the priest of San Fabiano," said Brother Leo. 
"He does not sound like a priest." 

"The horses are trampling his vineyard, and the crowd have been 
plucking the half-ripe grapes and eating them " 

"He will bless the wine," said Francis sharply, "and how will he 
dare when he has cursed so those who plucked the grapes?" Now he 
Hung back the pain as if it were a coverlet pinning down his wasted 
body, and he struggled to sit up, and he told Leo to bring the priest 
to him. But when he felt the presence of the man at bis bedside, he 
spoke to him with respect, "Reverend Father, cursing will not restore 
what has been damaged." 
"But that is all my income," said the still angry pi fest 
"How many ass loads does it usually yield yon?" 
"Fourteen." 
"Then," said Francis, "leave off your cursing, and I will supply what- 
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ever falls short of that." The priest knelt down and kissed Francis' 
hand, and l!icn some peasants pressed into the little cottage. When 
Leo and Bernard tried to turn them back, a voice shouted, "fie is niv 
only son . If he can only kiss the saint's hand, you will see." 

Francis held up his hand, and somebody kissed it, and he felt moil 
ture on it, and Francis wept. "Their need is so great/' lie said, "and I 
can do so little" 

Then I.eo spoke to Francis, "If we go to the Cardinal, he will afl 
least be able to keep your chamber clear, and von can sleep." So Francis 
let them put him in a litter. With the motion he fell asleep, but hfl 
soon awoke again to feel people pressing around him. 

"What God has given, I must share," he said. "But I have so little 
strength to do it." And he was relieved when thev cainc in out o( thfl 
heat into the coo! palace, and the Cardinal cleared the room. 

"I shall put a guard at the door/' sa id Ugolino, "so you can sleep." 

But now Francis was conscience-smitten. "1 Iiatc to deny the needy 
anything." 

^ Though he could not see his face, Francis heard Ugolino's snort. 
"From the tales of miracles that are flying around the city, you have 
not denied anybody much of anything. Now I bid vou forect it all and 
sleep." 

But it was not simply the people who came asking for a miracle who 
troubled Francis. After a few days ' rest, he felt strong enough to thrusi 
aside the curtain of his pain; so he inquired if Brother Pacifico had 
come with them. When they brought him to his bedside, Francis asked 
him if he would go to the Bishop's choirmaster and borrow a viol thai 
he might sing to him. "Maybe your music will content my body," hfl 
said, "so (hat it will let go its stranglehold on my spirit." 

But Brother Pacifico was shocked. "There are men at the door of 
your chamber," he said, "and watching outside the windows, and they 
will hear the imisic, and they will say, 'Is this a saint who is dying will. 
a fiddler for his chaplain?' " 

"I never pretended to be a saint," said Francis indignantly. Then as 
he fell Brother Pacifico shrink away from his bedside, he sighed, "If 
we had not thought about what people say, we would not be here." 

But when Ugolino came and told him' that the Pope was sending 
his own physician, the Saracen Tabald, over to see him the next day, 
Francis asked him if he were simply going to look at him, or would lie 
treat him. Ugolino hesitated, and then he sat down on Francis' pallcl 
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and said, "Brother Francis, I will not deceive you. He says tlieie is 
nothing to do but to cauterize." 

Brother Leo cried out. and Francis said bo Ugolino, "If I whimper 
even a little, many will be scandalized bete; 80 let me go on to the her- 
mitage where there w-ill be only invowu. and whal God sendsme I will 
gladly take." Ugolino protested the suggestion and raid thai he would 
clear the area around the Bishop's palace so thai no One would intrude, 
But Francis shook his head-" A man's dying is the last worship he 
gives God, and the last witness 10 his brclhmi." 

So he was earned out again to the toad and taken ho the little henrut 
age of Fontc Colombo un its wooded cliff, high in the lulls beyond 
Rieti. While the Saracen doctor heated his irons, Francis quest ioned 
him as to what would happen. 

"You may scream as much as you like," said the doctor, "and not be 
ashamed." 

Francis felt Brother I-eo shiver at his side, and he heard the other 
brethren slipping out of the room. Though his eyes were now dim, lie 
could sec the fire in the surgeon's brazier, and he held out his hand to 
it— "Oli, Brother Fire, who have so often warmed me and lighted my 
way in darkness, and ever been so helpful and cheerful, be gentle with 
me now/' And then be said to the surgeon, "Do your duty cjuiekly." 
lie braced himself as he heard the hiss of the iron against his flesh, but 
to his astonishment the pain seemed only a little thing compared with 
the agony that had throbbed now for days in his head. And praying 
aloud to God, he gave thanks that Brother Fire had been so gentle 
with his fellow creature. 

But in the days that followed, though a succession of doctors shook 
their heads above his bed, Francis knew that he was no better for all 
their attention. Yet he sympathized too much with their disappoint- 
ment to find it in his heart to tell them so. And still less could he bring 
himself to tell them that it did not matter. For even in the fire of liis 
agony he knew that his prayer had been answered, and he was content, 
knowing that only thus could the shadows be burned away from Ihc 
light of God's presence. 

It was not until he heard Leo praying that he might be delivered 
from his suffering that he roused himself to try to find words for what 
was now the theme of all his days. "It is God's will," he tried to ex- 
plain to Leo, "and in Mis will is my fulfillment and my joy, and there 
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is nothing more that I can want save the completing of what I te h II 
begun." 

Sometimes he lay for hours low under the pain as under a hlankt t. 
and then he prayed only a wordless prayer; and, again, when by soiitr 
miracle of God's grace he managed to rise above the pain, he sang, 
making both the music and the words of his songs. These were joyoui 
songs, songs of triumph over the fear of pain, and of thanksgiving i i 
the peace that could be won only from pain. 

Seeing that he was of such good heart when he came to visit him, 
Cardinal Ugolino told him mat even if the Saracen's iron hadqiicwlml 
the light of his eyes, it had not quenched the light of his spirit. And 
now it was at Siena that there was a doctor whom the Cardinal of ( )sl i| 
would have him sec. This time Ugolino put a strong guard aboul 
Francis' Jitter so that the people of the countryside might not vex him 
But suddenly hi the road three poor women appeared together. Though 
Francis hud seen but dimly anything along the way, lie saw now I hi I 
these three women were of a height, and that though they were in 
poor clothes they bore themselves with great dignity. Francis bad) 
Leo, who had. conic to his side, give them alms for the love of tin 
Lady Poverty, and the three women blessed him, and one of tlicm 
said, "God be with you, Lord of Poverty!" 

And Francis exclaimed with delight, They have called me by thai 
name I would rather have than all the world's titles!" And he bade 
Leo look after them and see where they had gone. But I,eo cried oul 
with astonishment that though the road went straight before them, 
with nothing but low bushes at either side, they were not to be so n 
anywhere. 

Then Francis hegaii to make a new song in French in praise of M] 
Lady Poverty as the fairest of all the world's ladies. And to Leo and 
Bernard it seemed that he was more like himself than he had been foi 
months and they begnn to be hopeful once more. But when they c;ini<' 
into the city, and the Bishop and his clergy and a great crowd of pcoi »kl 
came out to meet them, FraneiB seemed unconscious of their presci m c 
Only when the old Bishop knelt down stiffly and kissed his woun<M 
feet did he shiver as if the pain had grown unbearable. That »i»lit bfl 
lay unconscious while the doctors came and went in his room, and h 
grew steadily worse until the day came when he vomited blood. Tin u 
Leo and Bernard looked at each other, and they said, "lie is dyin 
And as Francis lay, pale as one already dead, unmoving on his [allot, 
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all bis brelhrcn looted at one another, and Brother GUftJ cried out, 

"What will become of us when he who i* our lather leaves us without 
protection to the wolves?" And be repeated bis question, and be looked 
defiantly at Leo and Bernard, and be taw t he fear i n Bernard's Eac€ and 

the bitterness in Leo'* bul nobody i> l.nU.I I IWoihei l-co put his 

finger to Francis" wrist, wl he nodded to Brother Bernard, and Hie 
latter said, "Before yon leave US for :i belter wot Id. liLnilhn hiancis, 
will you not say some word thai may j;" lack '» the iV'rtiuncuh and 
to Rome?" 

Rousing himself at last, France called feo lo his side and bade linn 
write that he sent his blessing lo all of the brethren in the Order and 
all who would ever come in the yeans ahead, and, g»ping for breath, 
he tried to put into a word a message that they could not forget: that 
they must always love one another, and they must not fail in their 
allegiance to Lady Poverty, and they must be obedient to their mother, 
the Church. That message Leo had written out again so that copies 
could be sent both to Ugolino, who had gone back to Rome, and to 
Elias at the Portiuncula. 

When Elias received that message, he called some of the brethren 
who shared the burden of rule with him, and he read it to than with 
tears. They all cried out, "He is dying," and they advised Elias to go to 
Siena and bring him back to Assisi- 

Giving orders that word should be sent to the Podesla and to the 
Bishop, Elias hurried off. But the messenger Leo had sent reached 
Siena before Elias, and he told the brethren there that Elias had wept 
at Francis' message, and that he was hastening to his bedside. The 
brethren loo-ked sullen enough at the news that Elias was coming, and 
Leo shrugged his shoulders at the story of his tears. But Francis, who 
had seemed quite oblivious to what was passing, suddenly spoke, "He 
will take me home to the Portiuncula; like a good son he will bring his 
father home to die." 

At that, Brother Juniper, who had insisted on going to Siena when 
he heard that Francis was dying, laughed bitterly. "1 lc does not trust 
these thieving Sienese to give up your body when you are dead. Brother 
Francis." And though for once Leo and Bernard and the others were 
so shocked at Brother Juniper that they thought, "It is no wonder 
that Brother Elias has beaten you for a clown," Francis laughed. It was 
the thin cackle of a sick num. but it wanned the hearts of all who 
heard it. 
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Wlicn, a couple of days later, Elias came in and knelt down, weep 
ing, at the foot of Francis" bed, and begged Francis to go at once In 
thePortiuncula, Francis agreed without argument 

"There is no other place," he whispered to Leo, "where I Ihmfc Hit 
narrow path to paradise is so straight and so sine as there.'* Then it 
seemed to Leo and to Bcrnaid that he lost all interest in the proceed 
ings. 

But later, when they were on the road, a poor man broke through 
the company of friars who had grown negligent hecansc they though! 
Francis was quite unaware of what was going on, and began to tell hii 
story of ;i dead wife, and chi Idren wlio were crying for bread. To I h< • 
surprise of his companions, Francis roused himself and bade the man 
take the cloak that covered his litter. When FJias started toward tha 
intruder, Francis cried out feebly but clearly, "It is too good a cloal f... 
such beggars as you or mc. Make these fine gentlemen pay you a pri<v 
for it." When Flias and one of the brethren he had brought with him 
fried to sci/c the mantle, the man looked to Francis to sec if he mean I 
what he siid. Fra ncis was smiling; so he clung to the mantle until ElliU 
gave hun a piece of silver to let it go. It seemed to the watching I «o 
that I'rancis closed his eyes in satisfaction then. 

Again, for many miles Francis seemed completely unaware of wlul 
was going oil around him. When Leo and Bernard protested thai l| 
would take tlicm longer to get back to the Portiuncula if they wcnl 
around by Gnbbio and Nocera, as Elias commanded, Francis seemed 
to hear nothing of the altercation above his head. He gave no sign of 
hearing even when Elias explained that that was the only way they 
could be sure of avoiding the territory of Perugia, and Brother I CO 
hissed in his face, "That is all you are thinking of, hanging onto hil 
poor body!" * * 

Francis seemed completely unaware, again, when the soldiers from 
the Commune of Assisi arrived, and with a great clatter spread 0U| 
along the road so as to guard the little company of friars, and Uo w. pi 
with helpless vexatio,, as Elias disposed his forces as if he were a gen 
era] m the field. But when a little later they had come into the m»m, 
tarns and the soldiers began to complain of hunger, and when they 
tried to b-uy food from the peasants, came back with empty handfc 

' n a , ," n ' I>er ) S , , r ped dow " hu S hin S b - v t,lc litl « *> teH Fran, il 
Buffoon! cried Filiat. "Have you nothing better to do than wake tl« 

dying with your clowning?" Juniper dodged the upraised aim . ,1 El iai 
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and lie bent lower and .said, "Brother Francis, the poor fools have Iricd 
lo scalier {licit dung over llic couiilrYtidc, and even these greedy peas- 
ants will haw none of it." 

Francis aroused himself, ami when he understood what had hap- 
pened, he called a couple of i In- scowling soldien hi him, and he said, 

"Charity you cannot buy for all the pebbles in youi pOtK hes, but go 
and ask ihcsc good people to give food •«> the hungrj (<>■ tlu- love "I 
God, and yon will be fed." lie hmglicd thinly when Bliss came and 
told him thai I he peasants hail given I hi' soldicis moir even lh.ni Itn-y 
had needed, aod he seemed lo icli\ like a man who hail dune wli.it 

was expected of liiin. and he slept. Nor did Itc stir when the bells of 
Assisi began lo come drilling over the fields lo them, and ftesli hoi se- 
men rode out, and then, as the night was falling, some of I lie ltishop's 
clerks came with tapers, lie seemed quite unaware when Hnillier Elias, 
having talked with the commander of tlic guard of I he Commune, 
bade the little company turn aside from Che path to the Portiuncula 
and take the road to the city. When Leo and Benin id protested against 
the longer journey for the dying man whose strength was already ex- 
hausted, ttlias brushed aside their objections, "'lie will be safer in the 
Bishop's palace." 

"Safer from whom?" asked Leo bitterly. 

But Elias answered him in a perfectly matter-of-fact tone, "From the 
Perugia ns." 

"You would do better," said Leo, "to send word to Sister Clare and 
her sisters to pray for him." 

"That," said Elias as readily as if he had no thought but to oblige 
even the most sullen of his brethren, "will be done at once." And he 
called two of the friars who had come out to meet them and told them 
to take torches and go to San Daniiano and beg SisScr Clare to pray for 
Francis. Then he paused, and added slowly, "And for all of us, his 
children." 



6 

Tliaf day had been such a fire of pain that it seemed lo Francis (hat 
everything mortal of him must be consumed in ils blaze, and then the 
pain had relaxed its grip a little, and likeafirc had sunk into its embers. 
And now Francis became aware of a whole host of minor discomforts 
and irritations; the swelling of his legs, the aching of his back so that 
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no position was comfortable, the stifling heat in the room, the stench 
of the fever, the itching of the bandages above the old wounds. It wal 
at that moment that an old friend off his came in from Axczzo, a <l<» 
tor. In times past Francis had smiled at the solemnity with which 
Buongiovaniii had spoken of his craft, prefacing every least profa 
sional hint with, "According to our science." And in spile off himsell 
Francis admired the way in which he made the caution that would pro 
tcct him from the suspicion of undue claims: seem like modesty, :in il 
he knew* a great deal more than lie professed. "But at least," said Fran- 
cis to himself, "he is not one of these flattering doctors of the Popfl 
and the Bishop, who have caught the court habit of saying what the 
great want to hear. He will tell me the truth." 

So Francis asked him what he thought of his prospects. "You have 
only to look at me," said Francis, trying to catch a little of the da/l 
last light with his fading eyes, "to know that it can make no different 6 
to mc whether I stay or go. For a long time now my only prayer ha* 
been that Cod's will be done." 

It took the doctor a while to come to the point off* his answer, bul 
when he did, it was unmistakable, "So far as our science can tell," Ih 
said, with that inimitable suggestion that his modesty did less lh;in 
justice to its competence, "your state is beyond remedy. You will 
probably live tilF" — and Francis could hear the light hiss as he pursnl 
his lips— "the end of September, or the beginning of October." 

"Tli;it I tin do," said Francis softly to himself, bul aloud he thank* I 
the doctor for his candor, and then catching the sound of a sob iu tlM 
company that he knew had come into the little room, lie raised nil 
voice, "To a Christian who has tried, however imperfectly, to walk m 
the ways of Cod, it can be nothing but good tidings that he will : en 
see *he face of his Master." So he bade Brother Leo and Brother Pi 
clfico sing the song in praise of all the creatures whom God hod made. 
When they came to the end, he made another strophe to be addt 1 1 I ■ ■ 
it, a praise for Sister Dcath-of-tlie-Body, whom uo anan may escape 
and whose coming need affright no man who has been faithful to the 
service of God. And he bade Leo and Pacifico repeat this last strophe 
until they had it perfect. But now he could hear all over the room the 
rustle oE weeping, and he turned his face away from it. 

That night he dreamed for the first time iu weeks, and in his dream 
he was a young man running down (he road from Assisi to San I );mn 
ano. He was afraid of his father, but as he ran, the fresh mountain ail 
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about his freely moving limbs refreshed him. and lie felt all the strength 
of his youth within him. And it seemed to him I li.it the birds were sing- 
ing in the trees, and I he sunlight, rifting through the poplars and the 
Hex along the way, turned Ins patfh to gold, n was with i;uat dt-Milai ion 
that lie awoke to find himself still 1k»ix«I in weakness and pain. And 
lie wept to think of all the grace and ttreitglh thai lie liail wasted, and 
lie marvelled that when this life ■which God gives 10 man is so qtil a 
thing, he spends it to so little good, and comc&al lasl Hi this wtcUhcd- 
ncss of regret. 

He felt Brother Leo's hand, so light once, now so heavy with anx- 
iety, on his forehead, and it anno sharply to him that if nu lit;ht could 
lift his darkness, he must not let his darkness put out the liidit for 
others. "The sun is slill rising," he said lo himself, "even if you will 
never see it again." Aloud, he asked Brother Leo if it was day, and w hen 
Brother Leo said that it was, he asked him to bring Brother I'acifico to 
sing him the Canticle of the Sun, and not to forget Sister Death when 
they give thanks to God for the goodness of 1 lis creation. And as they 
sang, it seemed to Francis that the music lifted him above the great 
abyss of despondency to which he had awakened. 

Then he heard a firm step on the tiled flour of the Bishop's room, 
and the low voice of Elias telling liim how glad he was that he felt like 
singing. There was something doubtful, though, in Elias' low and 
respectful voice, and as Francis waited for him to say more, Elias ex- 
plained, "The guard were clustered at the window as I came in, listen- 
big." 

"Were they scandalized?" asked Francis, and he heard the angry 
intake of Leo's breath above him, and a groan from where Bernard had 
been kneeling as they sang. 

Elias coughed. "They thought it odd to hear singing coming from a 
room — " 

And then came the mocking voice of Brother Juniper— "In which 
a saint is dying," he completed the sentence. 

But Brother Elias took Francis* hand in his and! kissed it, and Fran- 
cis felt it wet. Then Francis gathered his wits, and slowly he said to 
Elias, "I have so little strength left, I cannot think of the guards and 
all the people of 1 his world, but only of my brethren." And so he begged 
Elias to let him go to the Porliuncula, saying, "Cod has given me 
my brethren for my special charge, and for tlicm I must do what little 
I can do in the hours that remain." 
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Brother Leo and Brollicr Bernard and the rest begged Elias to grant 
Francis (his lust request. "It will talce more soldiers," said Elias at first, 
"but the Assisiaiis will give us all we ask," he added, as if knocking at 
tlic wall of contempt that rose around the bed of the dying man. 

But in a wavering voice:, as if he were drifting off to sleep, Francis 
said, "Little Brothers, love one another." 

Brother Leo and Brother Bernard were thankful tliat Francis seemed 
to be asleep and so quite unaware of the clatter of arms and of the * n 
ing of the throng thrusting about them as they came out of Hk* 
Bishop's palace. And for the first time they were thankful for flic 
strong arms of Klias' guard, for the crowds crying and shouting about 
them would have torn the dying man's garments to pieces if they could 
have reached him. 

But when they came out on the road, and the clear country ail 
lifted a little the weight of (he day's heat, Francis began to ask where 
they were, and Leo and Bernard named for him the various landinaik\ 
they passed. When they came to tlic turn in tlic road near the lepi I 
hospital, from which across the valley they could look back and sec :»II 
Assisi like a terraced hillside moving with golden steps up the sides < >l 
Motile Subasio, Francis cried out sharply for them to stop. They set 
his litter down, and he asked them to lift him up, thai with unsn n ■ 
eyes he might gaze across the valley to the city which he would sec na 
more. He remembered how he bad stood bcrc with his father when I ■< 
was a boy, and Peter Bernatdone had said that once devils dwell here; 
then had come the news of Christ's coming to earth, and they hail 
become Christians. "And though, God knows," Pelcr Bernatdone bail 
said with his robust laugh, "we ate not the Christians wc should W I 
the priests keep reminding us, still we aie not the devils we on< 
were/' Francis remembered this now with comfort. There was so lilt I. 
any man could do, and yet that little made such a difference thai hfl 
heart overflowed with love and gratitude, and he blessed the cil\ bl 
fore him and all who should love it as he had loved it, mid be pim -I 
that all who sought the light of Cod might there find the shadow ol it 
at least, even as be had. 

K was evening when they reached the Porhuncula, and all ll» 
brethren came out with tapers, and for a moment catching a dim 
whitening in his darkness, Francis remembered the lights that li.nl 
gone out to meet the Lady Clare, and be asked Leo to let her know 
that he bad come back where he wanted to be. And that nigh! In I 
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contented, it seemed to him stretched out on the surface of hk pain. 
He said to himself, "I have nothing to do now but tn wail for the liyht 
step of my sister. Death, and Ate summons t<> my Master's presence." 
But in the morning the voices of liii old companions plucked at his 
content, and Brother Bernard \:ikl with urgency, "You Onnol leave 
the Order in the hands of Brother Bliasl Do you name mother." 
But Francis shook his head. "'I am not the Cardinal UgplinO," Then 

as Leo joined his voice to Bernard's, Fraru is bade him write, and he 

dictated lais idea of what the Minister of the Oldci should he like: a 

man who loved poverty, and who loved the brethren and tlioughl only 

of helping tlicin on the way lo God. 

Another day Brother Bernard and Brother Giles were watching :it 
his bedside while Brother I.co went up to San Damiano h> see Sister 
Clare. This time il was Brother Giles who asked Francis to leave some 
word for the guidance of the Order when he should be gone from 
them; for there were many voices speaking now, said Brother Giles, 
and in the discord, the truth would be lost. And so all that day and 
the next between sleeping and waking and lying exhausted with pain, 
Francis dictated the things that he thought were essential- Again, it 
was love for the brethren and for poverty, and obedience to the Church 
and to the guardians and ministers, but above all love— the love of 
God, which alone can bind up the distracted hearts of men. And 
when he had finished, one of the brethren who had been a lawyer in 
the world asked Francis to let them read it to him that he might sign it 
and seal it. But Francis cried out sharply, "Do not put your faith in 
parchments or seals, for they fall to dust, and only what is written in 
the heart of man will livel" 

That night he was so weak that the brethren thought his hour had 
come, and flwy crowded around him, asking for his blessing. He put 
out a hand, and he felt a strong head bowed beneath it, and he said, 
'Ms it Brother Klias?" And he blessed him. and in him all the brethren 
whom God had given him, or would give him, even to the end of the 
world. There was a great silence around his l>cd; then a sharp voice 
spoke, and it was hard to recognize the voice of Brother Bernard, 
"Give us a word. Brother Francis, that we may carry in our hearts al- 
ways!" But Francis shook his head, for he was past speaking. 

With a great effort he whispered to Brother I'.h'as. "Strip me naked 
and lay mc on the floor that I may leave this world as a poor friar 
should, possessing nothing." Francis felt the turn falling on his face as 
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somebody gently took the tunic from his body, and then he heard the 
voice of Elias, firm and calm, "Brother Ftafleis, I command you in obe- 
dience to put on this tunic and this hood and these shoes which I am 
lending you." And when they pressed Francis to say something more to 
them, he relinked tliem, saying, "I have done my parr, do you yours." 
But when they asked him for a blessing, lie blessed them all, beginning 
with Brother Bernard, "who was the first whom God gave me," he re- 
minded them. And when Brother Leo came in and told him chat Sister 
Clare and all her sisters were in the chapel praying, Francis bade Leo 
Jell Sister Clare that he blessed her, loo, and that he hade her keep the 
low way in which he had set her feet, which was *he way of Christ and 
His Mother on t bis earth, no matter who should give her other advice. 

As the day wore on, he bade the brethren take him out of his bed 
and lay him on the ground and put ashes On him. When the doctor 
bent over him and said something in a low voice which he eould nut 
understand, Francis cried out cheerfully, "Welcome, little Sister 
Death!" Then as his voice failed, he began to recite the great Psalm ol 
the penitent. "I have cried unto the Lord with my voice." As his voice 
fell, the brethren took up the chant, and no one stirred until they had 
finished the last petition, "Bring my soul out of prison." Then Brother 
Leo lifted Francis' hand, and finding it quite cold, kissed it and folded 
it within the sleeve. And all the brethren stood about in silence, look 
ing at the stall figure, and it seemed as they looked, that the tartness 
in the face of the dead man relaxed, and then above the low roof ol 
the Inflnnary they heard a great fluttering of wings and a joyous burst 
of song. 

As the hooded larks flew away, they heaid the voice of Eiias, StKUlglCt I 
with weeping, "Let its go at once to Assisi." 

Brother Leo, kneeling at Francis' side, seemed not to hear him; but 
Brother Bernard and Brother Giles rose hotly and dragged Brotlll t 
Elias to the doot of the little hut, and Brother Bernard said, "Lean 
him here." 

"Are you mad?" asked Brother lilias. 

'This is where he beloaigs! Bun- him before the altar in the church " 

"Mow long do you think those walls would stand?" asked Brothel 
Elias, But already Brother Bernard knew that the pica was in vain 
They could hear the voices of the crowd outside the porter's hot; am I 
presently Elias went out to face them, while Brother Bernard and 
Brother Giles looked at each other in despair. But all Brother I i .. 
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would say when they appealed In him was that I hey beg Brol Ikt Elias 
to let them slop at San Damiano on their way. 

When he returned. Brother Elias looked around the little group of 
Francis' oldest friends, and he thought, "How cmi I make them under- 
stand even that (loved him?" And when Lea repeated bis petition that 

they Stop at San Damiano on flic way lo Assisi, Klias :ifVO< d .it nine. 

And this tinu- ii was Sister Clare and the Pooi Ladies who were woit- 
ing with tapers in the doorway o( tbe little convent oi San Damiano, 
When Elias bade all Hit guard of soldiers stand back, and the brethren 
wiio carried the bier of Francis set it down, Clare (ell wild outshetehed 
arms across it, and her sisters huddled around, 

"Leave him here," said Clare, looking up into ilic face of Elias. 'This 
is where he began." Klias said nothing but looked helplessly at her. 
Then she looked kick at Francis, looking SO extraordinarily fresh and 
young and serene in the light oi their torches, and she drew her veil 
across her face as the hearers lifted the bier and went up the raid, with 
all the brethren following, chanting. When she looked out again after 
them, she saw the torches of the funeral procession dancing like fire- 
flies through the night. But when she aimed to shut the door of the 
convent, she heard a low sobbing. It was Brother Leo. She said nothing, 
but she stood there looking at the figure huddled on the doors rep. The 
night was quiet now in the moonlight, and presently Brother Leo 
raised his face. "Brother; Elias will build a great church over htm, stone 
upon stone," he said. "He will build the greatest church in the world/* 

"Tliat will be foolish of him," said Cluie, "but you are more foolish 
if you think that even the greatest church in the world can cage the 
spirit of Brother Francis." 

Without a word Leo- turned and took the path down to the Porti- 
uticula, and Sister Clare with trembling fingers made fast the door of 
her convent. 



7 
"Did yon ever think you could be so happy?" said the little novice 
the youngest of the sisters who were that July day helping Sister Clare 
arrange some red roses on the altar at San Darniano. Sister Clare smiled 
at the child, her niece Amata, and the little sister went on gaily. "This 
is what Heaven must be like," she said, stepping back and adm rang the 
roses against the yellowed stone of the old ajtar. 
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'They should have been white," said Sisler Clare thoughtfully, "but 
I gave Brother Thomas all the white ones." Her face sobered. It was not 
two years since Brother Francis had left them, and still that sense of 
desolation fell lite a mist over her mind whenever she thought of it. 
She tried now to think of the flowers on the old Roman sarcophagus 
Brother Leo had described so indignantly and Brother 'lliomas so ad- 
miringly. But what site saw were the lilies growing ou t of the sarcopha- 
gus in the courtyard of her father's house, and (he young man standing 
there in the torchlight 

"Are you not happy?" said little Sister Amata, and Sister Clare re- 
buked herself. 

"Of course, child," she said. "I rejoice that the whole world now will 
know how holy our Brother Francis was." And then she returned 
briskly to the day's business. "You can get a couple more tapers," she 
said, "and then we will leave it, until we hear the belts." 

"Until wc hear the bells," she repeated to herself. And then one of 
the sisters came to tell her that Brother Sylvester had arrived to sing 
the Tc Deum for them. She went to the door to greet him, and slit 
noticed how empty the road was. AH the surrounding country, even the 
old and the hungry who usually came to their doors, had gone up l< I 
Assisi. "And all the brethren at the Portiuncula, too," she said. 

Sylvester looked at her sharply, and then he looked at the portress, 
and when she looked sway, he spoke softly, "All except Uo and Gilcfl 
a nd Bernard. They will sing the Tc Dcum in the little church. The rest 
arc-" Sylvester shrugged his shouldcrs-"Brother Elias and all (A 
them. They said it would not be courteous to the Pope not to be up 
at San Giorgio with the crowd." 

"Elias made no difficulty?" asked Clare. 

"No, I think he guessed how the)- felt." 

"You know, he almost always does," said Clare, looking thought futll 

at Sylvester. "That is the thing I can't understand about the man. II. 

docs understand most of the time, and yet it makes no difference. Hut 

let us not worry about that today," said Sister Clare. "All the sisten 

are so happy, and the lepers went up to the city wall where thev could 
see." 

"Francis would have liked that," said Sylvester. "On the way full 
now f met some farmers who had come in from a distance, and tin i 

were going up. He would have liked that." And then the bells i 

tumbling down the hillside, and Sister Clare hurried into the cliapcj to 
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join lier sisters. Up at San Giorgio then! would Ik- -i picture of Brother 
Francis, painted by a new utist whom the Pope had discovered* lie 

had written to Sister Claic asking lici it she would liltt ;t picture t«>r 

San Damiano, too, ami she bad replied thai here "i ."II places in the 
world there wis no need, and he bad said no more. When the 'J'c 

Deum had been sung; befnrc 1he sad rved nhl Byzantine crucifix, and 
all the sisters had given i hanks in silence before c 1 1<- altar, and Sister 
Clare, remembering how long; it might seem for some of the older sis- 
ters' knees and for the attention of the younger, had .ii last given the 
signal and risen, at joyous hurst of talk broke out .ill atOUOd her. 

"Isn't it wonderful?" said one of I lie younger sisters. "To have a saint 
whom one knows in heaven!" The others laughed at her. 

But one of I lie older sisters sakl, "I knew just as soon as they made 

the Cardinal Ugolino Pope that the canonization would go through 

quickly." 

"1 can't sec what difference it makes," said another of the older sis- 
ters a little tartlv. "We all knew that Brother Francis was a saint any- 
way."' 

"Hush," said another of the sisters. "Yon talk like the Patarins." 

But Sister Clare pushed smiling through the little throng and went 
into her garden. This was where she had last talked with Brother Fran- 
cis, and she tried, as she so often had all these years, to think what he 
would say, what lie must be saying now in heaven. For although she 
had always known what the world was making such a marvel of today, 
it seemed to her now that a veil had descended and had come between 
that familiar little figure and herself. And quite irrelevantly she 
thought, "I shall ask him what to do, but lie will not have any need to 
ask me any more." And she knelt down and put her head against the 
wall of her garden. 

For a long time she knelt there, it seemed to her, not thinking any- 
thing in particular, not even feeling anything in particular. "I am a 
barren and unprofitable servant," she said presently, half-aloud. And 
then she heard laughter, a young man's laughter, and for a moment 
she wondered if Francis, having put on the garment of immortal youth 
in the fields of the blessed, were laughing at her. But it was only 
Brother Thomas from Celano, who was writing the life of Brother 
Francis, and who had come down to tell the sisters of Ihc great pageant 
in the square before San Giorgio. Sister Clare heard one of the younger 
sisters crying out, "Sister Clare will not want to miss any of this. Do 
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wail a moment, Brother Thomas, till we get her." And she let hexsell 
be brought into tbc refectory where all the sisters were gathered hup 
pily around Brother Thomas and Brother Sylvester, who was trying 
not to look curious. To still the excitement. Sister Clare asked Brotha 
Thomas, "Did you put our flowers on the tomb?" 

"No," said Brother Thomas. "I could not get near because of the 
crowd." And at the look of disappointment on Sister Clare's face and 
the tittle "Oh" of dismay that ran all around the room, he laughed 
again. "Somebody must have told the Pope," he said, "because when 
lie came into the square, he looked around, and he sent one of liil 

chaplains up to me, and lie said when I came up, 'If you are going to 

write the story of Brother Francis' life, you must see it all,' and he bade 
me sit on the step of his throne, Then he saw the flowers, and he ash i 1 
nic what they were, and I told him. And before ever he mounted Ins 
throne, with all the great ones of the world waiting there, he wenl 
into the church of San Giorgio, with his guards clearing the path, ami 
he himself put them on the tomb, and he said so that everybody could 
hear, 'Brother Francis, here arc Sister Clare's flowers/ " 

And as Clare began to weep. Brother Thomas looked surprised, and 
he said, "Brother fcilias, who was the Pope's deacon, he wept, too." 

But the younger sisters cried out impatiently, "Tell us all about il. 
Brother Thomas!" 

For a moment Brother Thomas, with his homely face and dancing 
eyes, waited as if he wanted to be teased for his storv. And then hit 
enthusiasm swept him away. "You know how it is," he began, "on .1 
great feast. Only this was greater than any feast that ever was." All 
the eyes around him shone. "They had hung out tapestries ami rug 
on the balconies, and they had strung great garlands of laurel and 
flowers from house to house, and they had carpeted the square bdfoM 
San Giorgio with bos, and strewn it with flowers like jewels. Ami nil 
the balconies and the roofs were filled with ladies in their silks and 
their jewels, and their golden fillets and shimmering veils." 

At the cries of delight from the younger sisters., Sister Clare fiowi iril, 
and then she remembered the young man she had once seen standing 
by the Roman sarcophagus in a silk robe as brilliant as any ol l)n 
flowers in the courtyard. So she said nothing. 

"And all the bishops and the abbots in their vestments" — Hrnllm 
Thomas was now quite lost in his story— "and the standards oi all lln 
communes in Umbria, and the ambassadors and their suites. And Hit 
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sun was shining on all the jewels, ami (here was a great choir singing. 
You would have thought the heavenly hosl had tunic lo earth in 
Assist!" 

Now some of the older sisters were slinking Ihcir heads. Thomas 
caught the rebuke and huriied On to Icll Ol Pope Gregory's gteal i na- 
tion in praise of Brother Francis and the reading of the scroll of the 
miracles of Francis, off the womlto-ns < we after cute. "Tin u- they were 
at the foot of the Pope's I hroiie." said Binlhci TIh>iu,i\ "whew every- 
bodv could sec them. Some of them held Up an aim <>r showed I le$ 
and one old fellow pointed to his head, where t he qie.it sore had been." 
Some of the slslcrs laughed at this. "And from all over the squire came 
cries from people pushing through the crowd and shouting, 'I was 
cured, too,' until the Pope bade the cardinal who was leading lo hurry 
up wilh it. Indeed, I saw Brother Juniper pushing his way from the 
end of the square where some of the brethren from the l'ortinneula 
were standing, those who had refused to go up with the rest to be near 
the Pope's throne. And Brother Juniper began to shout, 'This is but 
trumpery. 1 was 3 great sinner, and lie made me sorry for my sins.' 
People began to say, 'Peace, fool, tliat is only what every preacher docs/ 
And the Pope must have heard the tumutt, for lie said to the cardinal 
who was reading, 'Hurry up with that.' Then Cardinal Ranieri gave his 
j udgment on the miracles thai were proved, and everybody was silent." 

"What a clown Brother Juniper is!" said one of the older sisters. 

But Sister Clare shook h« head. "As usual, 1 think Juniper has a 
point. What he said of himself is tmc of all of us." 

"And when they had completed the formalities," said Brother 
Thomas soberly, "the Pope proclaimed that our Brother Francis was 
raised to the altar, and they sang the Te Dcum. Then the Pope and all 
the great prelates went into San Giorgio and knelt down by the tomb. 
Then the trumpets blew, and all the bells of Assisi began to ring," 

"We heard vou," said one of the younger sisters with excitement 
"And we went in, and we sang the Te Dcum here." 

But Thomas went on. "And the bells began to ring across the valley, 
and then the great bells of Perugia began to answer. It seemed as if the 
whole world were fdled with bells." 

"And the birds were singing," said one of the older sisters, "those 
hooded larks whom Brother Francis always called the best friars of all." 

Suddenly, all the little company fell silent, and Sister Clare went 
back to her garden. Before she went, she left word with the portress 
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that if Brother Leo or Brother Bernard or Brother Giles came OVW 
from the Portiuncula, they should let her know at o-ncc. 

As she had thought they would, they came soon after. 

"It is a blessed day," said Brother Leo soberly. 

"It would be," sciid Brother Giles, "if the Pope had not laid thai 
cornerstone." 

"Cornerstone?" asked Clare. 

"Yes, for that church thai Elias is always talking about" 

"The biggest church in a3I the world," said Bernard bitterly. 

"Let us," said Sister Clare, "come in to his church now that Brnllni 
Francis is on the altar, and let us beg him to ask Cod that His will I" 
done in this." 

But Brother Giles held to his point, "Saint or not, he would not 
want a big church." 

"Now thnt he is canonized," said Brother Bernard, "i do not sec I" w 
the)' can deny him his will about poverty." 

But Sister Clare said only, "Let us kneel down here in his chufl l» 
and ask him." When they had finished pitying, she tool them bfli I 
to the garden. She had charged the portress not to disturb her foi an) 
body else, but they were hardly in the garden when one of the young) i 
sisters came running in, breathless with excitement. 

"Two priests are at the door, and the portress says one of the 

the Pope!" 

Clare had hardly reached the vestibule of the convent when tin 
familiar figure of Ugolino appeared in the doorway. He had taken nil 
all the rich vestments which Thomas of Cclano had described with 10 
much enthusiasm, and he had put on a pilgrim's dress almost as sirnnh 
as the friar's own. Only the emerald ring on the hand! he lifted as I Ik | 
sank to their knees betrayed Gregory, the Pope. As Sister Clare row, 
still pale with astonishment; Gregory smiled at her. Surely, the pro 
tcclor of Saint Francis' sisters should visit them this day. Then I" 
bade his companion wait outside with the mules that had broughl 
them ikiwn . 

"Do you wish to conic into the chapel?" said Sister Clare. 

"We went into the cliapcl, and we prayed to Saint Francis bef it swt 
rang your bell. That is where: it began," he said. 

When they reached the garden, he looked at Sister Clare and Ihi 
brethren. "You are the oldest, the first ones," he said gently. Then I" 
paused as he saw the tears in Sister Clare's eyes. I Ic looked around tin 
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little garden, and out jicioss Ihc v:illcv. :iikI for a inniiiciil he listened to 
the birds singing in the trees IkIow. lie shook Ins head. "Il is good, 

Sister Clare, that you can stay hen and keep it so." 
At the wistful look on tlic Pope's face, the burl In Leo's face blurred. 

He said almost plcidinidy, "lie- wauled ns:ill l<» keep it so." 

Then Gregory Ml dmvn on n little Stone jeafc, and lie looked at 1 lie 
friars standing iirou iid him. Then lie IkuIc tbembe se itedloa I !■*■ Bagg< d 
pavement at his side. "You know," he said, "I limit thai Petti would 
hare preferred never lo have led those ( tableau fields, 01 the lake where 
he had fished so often imiil be caught thai miraculous draft of fishes 
that ended all fishing for bim. But you and I WOtlld not be Sitting hete 
under the noted ion of Christ's cross if he had hud his will. And so 
with Francis. lie would have stayed with the farmers who came up 
from the fields today, but his message has gone far beyond. Even those 
rebellions Romans of mine, they sent their ambassadors; so did the 
Emperor, who gives me no peace; and the doctors from Paris and from 
Oxford in England were there. Francis is bigger than any of us, and 
what he is doing today," said Gregory, "is bigger than anything wc 
could have dreamed of." 

"Then why," said Leo passionately, "do you let Elins heap up that 
stone monstrosity above him?" 

"It does not matter how many feet of stone it is above the dust of 
Francis; the poor and the sick will reacli him for their healing." 

"It is pride," said Bernard. "It is burying him under a mountain of 
dung." 

Sister Clare put out her banc! toward Bernard, bu t Gregory tlic Pope 
folded his legs more comfortably. "In the end," he said, "I grant you, 
when every mountain is brought low, these stones will crumble like 
everything else man has done. But until then we have man's work lo 
do." 

"But Francis said — " began Bernard. 

"Ob," said Ugolino, "not a stone of that will belong tn the Friars 
Minor. It is the Pope's palace that is rising there, and it will be a refuge 
for mv successors here in the peace of your Urnbrian hills, whether it 
be the violence of the summer heat or the violence of the unresting 
Romans which they flee." 

"It is a subterfuge," said Bernard. 

"I don't think so," said Gregory. "It is a fair exchange. Our little 
brother will protect the Pope from the Emperor and the Romans and 
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the rest of the liazaids of his position. And the Pope's guards will pro- 
tect Francis from the relic-hunters, who will I assure you, be more 
persistent than even your old neighbors from Perugia. It will be ;i 
symbol, loo," said Gregory, as Bernard looked more closely at him. " 1 1 
will prcacli to the world when you and 1 arc silent in the dust. The 
foundation of St. Peter's in Rome is the grave of the first Pope, and 
the foundation of this church in Assisi is the grave of your foundn 
Beggar for fisherman! And for the walls of that church there will be .1 
painter some day, lite the young man who did that picture of Franctl 
before which we knelt today, and he will paint the story of Francis on 
those walls. And those who cannot read Brother Thomas' story whit li 
he lias been collecting from all of you— from all of us"— Gregory COI 
reeled himself — "who knew him, they will read the story on the walls. 
You do well, my brethren," said Gregory the Pope, and he stretched 
out his hands in appeal, "to live the life Francis lived here at Sat) 
Damiaiio and down there at the little house at the Porthmcula: but 
there arc many mansions in God's kingdom, and I, whom Cod luj 
made for a few days the doorkeeper, cannot forget them." 

The face of Leo had grown gentle as the Pope talked, but somethin 
wan- had come into Giles' face as if he were afraid tha t he might be coi 1 
vinccd against his will. 

"Oh, my brethren," said Gregory the Pope, "whether it be in Mir 
Lateran Palace or in this palace here, I shall not, I promise you, forgi 1 
that Mary has chosen the better part. But ira giving me this thai gi 
and he lifted his hand so that the emerald ring gleamed in the light 
"Our Lord has given me the part of Martha, and that I must do." 

No One spoke, and Brother Bernard, who had never lost his ma 
trate's habit of listening to what men said of each other, remember) d 
that all men said that Gregory the Pope lived as plainly as a monk in 
the Lateran Palace, even as he had in the palace of the Bishop of Osti 1 
And they all looked out into the reddening sunset, and the Lady Clan 
watched as she so often liad at tin's time of day how in that li<;lil I In 
grayest of the sea birds that came inland along the Tiber, whitened and 

turned to flame. And now it seemed to her tliat that was I he w 

was with Brother Francis. And she watched the bird of tire II v oil into 
the high heavens until it was beyond her sight, and she wondered wImI 
other eyes were now following its flight. And for the first Inn, II 
seemed to her that peace had conic into her spirit as softl) as tin 
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breeze rippling through the darkening trectops. She turned, and with- 
out Saving a word;, she (endt at the fed of the Pope, in ■« I one by "no 
all of the little group of the companions who had Bisl known Sainl 
Francis followed her. And Gregory blessed them, nol willi the |>;i|>:il 
blessing but with i lie blessing "I Sainl Francis, "Mm God give 
you peace!" 



